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H5N I was a little girl, I had a pair
of red shoes.They were my favorite
shoes. They had a strap and clicked
when I walked down the sidewalk with
my father. I felt like a princess in those
shoes.
We lived in a big city then. I was
too little to remember which one it
was. We lived in a brown apartment
building next to another brown apartment building with all the other brown
buildings on the street. I was not
allowed to play outside unless my
mother or father was with me. I could,
however, sit on the building's front
steps if I promised not to go out on
the sidewalk or the street. The stairs
were on the left side of the building's
front. So it was possible to stand at the
bottom of the stairs, look around the
corner, and spy down the alley.
I was an only child then. Neither
my brother, Bill, nor my sister, Susan,
had joined our family. And we had not
yet moved to Ohio. I was five then,
and we moved when I was six.
For some reason, I didn't go to
school that day. I spent the day
cooped-up with my mother, who
swept the kitchen floor, made beds,
and stirred things with big spoons.
Then the kids came home from
school. I heard them laughing and
yelling . Our living room window faced
the street, and I knelt on the couch,
leaning against the back, and watched
them come home. My best friend,
Molly, lived in the brown building next
to ours. She came home, wearing her
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yellow ribbons. I heard apartment doors slamming, opening, and
slamming again. The boys came home, changed, and went back outside. I don't know what the girls did. They didn't go back outside.
I turned around and sat on the couch. I stared at my red shoes
on my feet. The reflection of my face blurred and stretched on them.
My mother had bought me black shoes the week before, but I still
wore my red ones. I liked them best.
It was a special treat if Mama let me sit outside on the steps by
myself. She must have seen my sad brown eyes longing after the door.
She let me go outside after I promised I would not set foot on the
sidewalk or the street.
I clicked down the two flights of stairs, proud to be a big girl. I
opened the door to the real world and sat myself on the top step.
Two boys, Ted and Kevin, were playing marbles on the sidewalk in
front of the alley. They were both hunkered down. I didn't know much
about the game, except that it took precision and swearing.
Ted's family lived next door to mine.They had spaghetti every
Wednesday, and his father worked at a bank. His sister, Missy, was a
year older than me. She had black hair.Ted had yellow hair and large
orange freckles spread over his face, like strawberry jam seeds on an
open-faced sandwich. He was missing one of his front teeth.
Kevin had brown hair. He had all of his teeth but one eye was a
darker blue than the other. He was bigger than most kids and no one
knew what his father did. His father came and went. His mother
sewed dresses for rich ladies with purple hair.
Kevin and Ted were older than me.They were allowed to say
dirty words if no one heard them.
Ted aimed his marble, "Do you believe in God?" he asked.
"No," Kevin said. There were shadows under his eyes, and the
sunlight did not reflect off his hair.
Ted flicked his finger. It knocked Kevin's green marble out of the
circle. "Well, who do you think made the Earth and people and stuff?"
I shifted myself on the steps. My bum itched. I could feel the
straps on my red shoes press against the tops of my feet. My toes
were curled tightly at the ends of my shoes.
Kevin picked at the scab on his elbow. "I mean, I don't think God
cares anymore. I think He's gone golfing. He doesn't care anymore."
Kevin surveyed the marble game. I heard that he was the expert
on the block when it came to playing marbles.
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"I heard your mother tell you that your father went golfing and
that was three months ago. Do you think he's golfing with God?"Ted
heckled.
Kevin looked up with meanness on his face. "Shut-up," he spat,
and he reached across the circle and pushed Ted in the face. Ted fell
from his haunches onto his rear. He stopped laughing. I held still.
Ted looked at Kevin for a moment. He was deciding if he should
hit Kevin back or let it go. Kevin looked fifteen pounds heavier than
Ted, and he was three inches taller. So, Ted said, "I'm thirsty. Maybe we
can find some change in the alley and go buy us some sodas."
Kevin thought a moment, then he agreed. They gathered up their
marbles and put them in leather pouches. I stood up and jumped
down each stair with both feet. I wasn't interested in finding money;
I just wanted to watch.
The boys walked into the alley between Molly's building and
mine. Both brown buildings were hot in the summers and cold in the
winters. My father banged on the heater with a monkey wrench in
the winter. I didn't know if that made the heater work or if it just
made him feel better.
They both hung their heads and slowly searched the ground,
pushing at soup cans with their feet. Someone had eaten a lot of
soup, a lot of tomato soup. I hated tomato soup. A window on the
second floor of my building was open. Mrs. Edgars rattled her pans
and her husband swore. He always swore. If my mother heard me talk
like Mr. Edgars, I got my mouth washed out with soap, and when my
father came home, he wou ld take off his belt.
"Ah, I don't see nothing.This was a stupid idea. I'm going
home." Kevin's voice had that long, hard sound, like a distant train
whistle.
"Yeah," Ted agreed.
"Waitl Ted, c'mere!" Kevin cried.
Kevin was bent behind the garbage can. From where I was standing,
at the bottom of the stairs, I could see his blue-jeaned backside.
Ted slowly shuffled over to Kevin. "Ah, they're just a bunch of
baby cats. What do I want with cats?"
I caught my breath. Kittens!
"No, stupid. They're not just baby cats. Where's their mother?
She's gone and left them!" Kevin said.
"Yeah7 So?" Ted tried to sound tough.
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"These babies are gonna get eaten by some dog or rat. They're
helpless." Kevin picked up a stick and poked at them to prove his
point. "Their eyes don't even open."
"What are we gonna do? Take 'em home to our mothers?"Ted
grunted at his joke.
Kevin dropped the stick and picked up a rock. "They won't even
know."
There was a quiet moment of fading conscience. My eyes
stretc hed big and traffic stopped.
Ted slowly nodded. "Yeah," and he picked up a rock.
Kevin threw his rock. I saw the muscles in his arm flex. I don't
remember the sound, but I remember the hard pressure of my hands
pushed against my ears. Ted threw his rock, then they both stood
there for a minute.They weren't picking up more rocks, so I let my
ears go. Maybe they would le ave the kittens alone.
"I think Tommy Hatcher stole my orange marble, the one I got
from Fletch. Fletch said he saw Tommy shooting it at school,"Ted said.
They both stared at a spot behind the garbage can.
"Fletch is a fibber," Kevin said, toneless. He was focused on something else. "Fletch said he didn't have a marble with one of those
twisty-spiral things in it. He said his were all clear-colored.The next
day, he had a green one with one of them twisty things . I hate those
kind . They remind me of a flat worm in amber."
"I like the ones with sparkles,"Ted offered.
Kevin bent down and scratched the ground for another rock. He
flung it before I could cover my ears. There was a squeal, like Molly's
violin.
Kevin hurled two more rocks before Ted lo oked for a stone. My
hands pressed so hard against my ears my arms hurt. An earthquake
shook my head. I opened my mouth. I couldn't breathe for a moment,
then I began to scream.
Ted immediately jerked his head over at me . Kevin stomped behind the garbage can. I saw both of their heads snap upwards, toward
Mrs. Edgars's window. A pan flew out of it, and they sprinted out of the
alley. I screamed more , and my legs felt wet. My red shoes were soggy.
My mother burst from the building like she was flaming. Her legs raced
down the steps like pages flipping in a book. She grabbed me under one
arm and hauled me inside. She took the stairs two at a time . In our
kitchen , she turned the faucet on and shoved my head under it.
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Later, I sat on a kitchen chair, still hiccupping. I had on a clean
dress, the one with pink flowers, and my hair was wet and combed
back. My mother stirred soup on the stove. The kitchen light glared
off my black shoes. I wiggled my toes in them. My mother placed a
plate of bread and butter in front of me. I picked up a slice and licked
the butter off.
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Free Casket Day
Jennie R. Leishman

From the window of a grey zepplin puttering
between skyscrapers, it will look
like hundreds of shadowy boats
are floating on invisible rivers, but down
on the streets you will see black
pine boxes strapped to the roofs of station wagons
with children in the back seats trying to read
each other's palms , giggling as they trace
life lines with tiny fingers.
Black boxes will also pass by balanced
on the heads of pedestrians who keep their hands
hidden in pockets, clutching
back door keys and old photographs.
From beneath the green awning
of the drugstore, you will watch
college students on bicycles with caskets
scotch-taped to their backs and filled
with text books; they will ride
with their chins resting
on silver handlebars. A troop
of Boy Scouts will carry one home
for a widow, carry it upside-down
like a canoe, through the ghettos.
You'll be at the soda fountain
asking for a Strawberry Fizz
when small boxes float by low
on Radio Flyers pulled by children
who take turns riding on top. At home
some children will be reluctant to leave
these boxes in the backs of closets, under
beds, waiting. In their backyards,
with forks sneaked out of silverware drawers,
they will begin to open the ground.

Alyssa Dick
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The Sacrament at Ninety-Seven
Jim Richards

-for Lynn S. Richards ( I 90 I -

)

The body/ No, the bread is what I fear,
Sweet ruins from a cruel and sacred day
Soured when my curled fingers lift a cluster,
Each piece a soul I'm swind lin g from the tray.
The blood/ No, the water brimming cups
Thimble sized, requiring two heavy hands
To renew the shaky covenant coming
To my lips. The act not the oath demands
My careful prayer. I spill great drops, not tears,
And hope that what remains wi ll clean my tongue.
I swallow my salvation like a knot
Of curses, verses from a hymn I hardly hum.
The sweetest verse is last: "God, give me death.
I'll keep my eyelids still, you keep my breath."
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- Read this one. The June entryjUN E, 1995. I'm being devoured.

Digested. It means to have
me, totally and gluttonously. It
whispers to me of freedom,
unencumbered by fami ly and
church. It tells me not to
waste my time. It makes me
angry. It makes me rage: "I
want to sleep Be quiet, son!
Shut up! Shut UPI Go to
SLEEP!!" I alternate lonely,
wakeful nights between the
infant child of my love and
that other, motherless, gnashing thing that cal ls me father,
le ering in lewd bastardy. I
weep and rant, with my son
whimpering in my arms as I
curse and shout.
When my calmer mind
prevails, he lies quiet and
sweet across my knees and I
recite desperate, penitent litanies toward heaven and sob
apologies to my poor child,
punctuated by kisses and
promises of improvement.
But he aven is a solid, and
oppressive. I feel everything
turning in me as I pray, souring. I grow old. I grow fetid.
1

- When did it begin? Do you remember?A long time ago - two years, maybe
more- I don't know.

Wrestling
Esau
Jonathon Penny
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This is the first time I've been able to stop and think about it clearly.
I noticed it first when Riley was born. It followed close behind him
at his birth, grasping his heel like a late-born Esau (that's what I call
it now- the Esau), wrestling for my attentions, gnashing my patience
in its teeth. Long nights have passed like that one in June, lon ely
days deep down inside myself with no way out. Perhaps it isn't over
yet. Perhaps this is only the eye of the storm- but oh Dear God, I
hope not!
When did it start? When Heaven went mute. Before Riley was
born, when I think of it. But that's when I first noticed some nights
are better than others. Like tonight. We are both quiet, and I study his
face. He is a knowing child, a loving chi ld, and the Esau is lurking
somewhere far away and nearly forgotten. I think about the times
when I can't think straight, when I can't do right. I see my own
haughty fau lts in those moments. Thinking about them recon1ures
the darkness.

- Keep reading.ls this one alright?
October, 1995. I'm okay when I teach seminary, or lay on
hands. Then I am huge, deliciously swollen, and I ache with
joy; march, race, exult, weep, and trumpet "God loves you!
And so do 11" And I actually mean it. I am drunk with spirit,
an evangelist praising and testifying. My students look back
at me with the beginnings of eternal hope in their eyes. The
room is full of li ght.
And then I go to class.
The loneliness there steals every precious thing that all
who know me think I am- that I think I am- and leaves in
me a black longing.
"I AM SICK TO DEATH OF PEOPLE WHO HIDE
BEHIND THEIR ANTHROPOMORPHIC GODI" bellows
Professor Blackburn, snarling and maniacal in front of the
class. He prowls toward me, glares at me with fiercely intoxicated eyes from under a black, unkempt mane and hairy
brow. His teeth are yellow, his finger tips stained by rich
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tobacco from his cigars. They wag secretly at me from
beneath the tattered wool of his jacket cuffs. His body is
darkly upholstered. He has been to China. He knows more, is
more powerful than me, and I shrink before him, equally
offended and embarrassed by the challenge. Every one in the
room turns and sees. The moment has passed too quickly,
and I am too late. That evening my prayers go nowhere, as
usual. It is of no consequence that I meekly (worm 1)
approach him days later, whispering out a trembling
Christian apology.
I am alone in God's universe. I wish it were Godless.
Maybe I wouldn't care.

-No. You aren't alone. Remember a better time. Like when I proposed to Wendy? I was commanded to propose, really.
Not that I didn't want to eventually. But God removed all of my
excuses by making it a commandment.
I'd not been home from Italy long, and the old, tentative friendship
had been renewed, dissolved, and replaced gloriously the day we
went to report our missions together- our first uncomfortable date.
I still remember her dress, a simple affair, was regal on her body- not
tight, but an accentuation of her beauties. She was tall and splendid.
Pure. I hardly breathed. I tapped the steering wheel. I hummed. I
bounced my knee on the inside of the car door. I looked straight
ahead. I didn't say anything silly. I didn't say anything at all. I breathed
her in. Sometimes I even breathed out. In. Out. All day. Breathed her
greedily in, breathed her reluctantly out ... here it is:
August, 1993. I awoke today already in prayer.
" ... and Lord, it seems that thou hast arranged all of this,
and if so- " There was no need to go on. The familiar cal or
spread sweetly in my chest.
"Thank you, Father,'' I whispered, through tears and nervous laughter.
Later, mowing her father's lawn, the second undeniable
communique startled me out of a stupor.

- Ask her.-
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I saw my hands, still soft and fresh from the mission,
gripping the handle of the mower. I saw the front of the
machine. I saw a browning weed stand obstinate on the green.
I felt God breathing down my neck.
"I will! When the time is right," I replied parenthetically,
ignoring the immediate stiffness in my back. Twenty minutes
passed.
- Ask her today/"WHAT!?"

- ASK HER TODAY!"Too soon," I protested, "We need more time, more
common ground. More timel"

- Are you f,nished7"Yes," (meekly now).

- Ask her today- or else.For not the first time in my life I was allowed to glimpse,
or rather sense Eternity, my Eternity, but without Wendy.
Without her there was only sempiternal Annihilation, the
Cartesian plain denuded of all its philosophic effrontery, a
sensory me without any of me in it, a 'Je ne serai plus.' She
would complete me. That was the promise. And without her I
could not be happy, could not be anything more than I was at
that moment. Could not be.

- Ask her today, or you will lose her forever. So I asked her.
I long for that again, that God that was once so immediate, so reliable.
But He won't speak to me! He won't magnify me anymorel I feel like
crying out to him; "Where art thou?" But the question ends, unarticulated, ground between my jaws. Hah 1 I don't even have myself to talk
to, usually. Is that screwed up, or what?

- It's okay. Be still. Read another good one. Here . This one. April. April, 1993. It is sometime during the early mountain tempests of spring. This morning my companion knocked on
the first door of the second apartment building on the
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crest of a long, steep, broad boulevard in Teramo. The
building was leprous against the digesting clouds at its roof,
shedding patches of stucco and growing mottled, cancerous
molds in preparation for future decrepitude. It stood by
itself in the universe, shrinking strangely as we approached.
We went inside and climbed the stairs, our chattering
hushed by the darkness.
Helene opened that first door of the second building on
the crest of that boulevard, beautiful and dark and French in
an Italian mountain, in simple blouse and jeans, auburn hair
falling across her face.
We loved her immediately, with the pure love of servants
and the innocent love of boys. The conversation began as so
many others had, but with a new intensity.
"We are missionaries ofThe Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints." ("Helene," we urged silently, "the gospel
was made for such as you. Listen to us.")
"I am not interested. Je suis athee. I am an atheist."
"Are you really? I have always wanted to speak to a
devout atheist. Are you devout?" Parry, thrust, retreat,
reprise, rebuttal, rebuild. (This is getting nowhere. Something's missing. But what?)
"Oh, you're married? Have you any children, Signora
Helene7"
And suddenly there was a hurricane in her marvelous
face. We didn't know whether she shrieked or whispered. We
didn't know which would have been more terrible.
"Non ho dei bombinil I don't have any children 1 Your God
takes them from me before they are born 1"
For half a moment we were permitted to enter the
storm, to see into her soul, to nounder, drowning, in her pain
and solitude, in her self-imposed exile from the love of God.
It was pitch- painfully, horribly black and endless. We wept
there in her godless infinity. We held out our hands, stigmatized and scarred with small sacrifices, miniatures of the
Hands that led us to her, that pulled us from her soul before
we, too, were overcome. Like His, our bowels were filled with
mercy. Like Him, we were moved to compassion.
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- My child suffers. Bring her unto me."Tel l Him, Helene! Pray to him in your anger 1" we cried in
residual despair and sp iritu al alarm. "Pray in your sorrow! He
must hear you speak! Oh, Helene, you must ask for healing
You believe he is! That is a beginning! Now let him teach you
how he is! Let him show you that he is your Father Learn to
love him!"
1

1

We were stil l shaking hours later- weak, weary, and weeping. I
remember that.
Last Sunday, I told my gospel doctrine class about Helene as part
of the lesson. I realized that I am now as Helene was then. I am angry
and I am alone. Am I also in self-imposed exile?
He spoke to me once, you know- the Esau-sneering through
mannequin teachers and peers in a theory seminar:
"Beware false prophets 1"
But not all prophets are false, I replied.
"God is deadl" he proclaimed.
I know he's not. I have too many witnesses, too many clear memories of Him (see how faded they are. I hadn't realized. Still memories, though. Still clear).
" FREEDOM IS TO BE FOUND IN THE REJECTION OF A GOD OF
COVENANT AND LAW 1 DON'T YOU WANTTO BE FREE?" (He was
shrieking, now. Like Helene. The old argument. But in malice, not pain.)
Preposterous. I have always known the proponents of such illiberal
education to be sophists in the clothing of the sagacious. "These are
the Hollow Men," I remind myself.
"YOU HAVE NO SUPPORTING EVIDENCE! Ahem . Does that
not suggest ..."
Suggest what? I have never put much stock in evidence. You make
inferences, I can do the same! These are matters of the soul, and the
sou l includes both spirit and body. Truth is more profound than supposition and conjecture- it is buried deep in the marrow of the
bones 1
"But do you care if it is true?"
I fear it is true. I fear it so that I cannot let go of it.
"Do you want it to be true?"
I- don't have an answer for that. Perhaps there isn't one.
Perhaps I ...
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"DO YOU WANT IT TO BE TRUE?I"
I DON'T KNOW! ALRIGHT?
Oh, God. I don't know.
- Ah. There it is. Unearthed at

last.

Remember.June, 1993. Emilio knelt with us in his music room, his holy of
holies, a shrine adorned by his jeweler's skill. A blinding ivory
piano stood behind me in antiseptic slumber. My companion's
suit pants were dark and offensive against the pristine white
of the rug. A glass menagerie peered over Emilio's shoulder.
Here he would finally pray to know Truth as he knew us.
We waited silently, willing an effort from this man whose
eyes shone with tears whenever we talked, who sensed an
affinity with us that grew beyond mortal encounters and cognisances, too deep for cheap, inflated talk of premortal
friendsh ip s and promises. We knew infinite brother- and sonhood together, and an infinite choice lay before him.
"Nostro Padre che sei in Cielo," he began. "Our Father,
who art in Heaven."
(Father, help him know. Help him see. He is such a good
man.)
"Caro padre, io ... "
(For his sake, Father, answer his poor prayer. Tell him that
thou art with him, and with us. Tell him that we are thine.)
. non sono un brav'uomo. I am not a good man. These
young men tell me to pray to you for knowledge ..."
(Oh, Father! Please, please, please PLEASEPLEASEPLEASE- ")
An hour passed, and we heard on ly the silent pleading of
our hearts and minds, felt the ache in our souls, and then in our
knees. It was too much, and he surrendered .
(Father? Is it enough?)

- He does not want me sufficiently yet. my son, and you will
abide. Leave him in my hands, who Am his Father. Two years is a long time. I have pretended, have wondered covertly
through High Council talks, seminary lessons, and the birth of a second
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child what was wrong with me, and if this thing would ever leave me
peace. The truth has come out, finally, the truthful question and the
naked answer, in those dreary, dumb prayers I have repeated for
twenty-four months: Heaven is not mute: I am deaf. I am deaf on
purpose.
Sometimes, when I come home exhausted, I cling weeping and helpless
to my dear wife. I look at my children and long that they be given a
better father, one worthy of them in my place. I ache for them, and
for the old me. On longer days, when I have had no respite from the
secular, I push my wife away, despising my life, despising her goodness
and her forgiving heart that make my charade so obvious and vacuous. I wish to be free of the bonds of family and of church. I sit in the
car listening to harsh, desperate music. I wish to be free of theology. I
wish to be free of belief. I almost drive away. Other times I see the
Esau standing greedy and threatening beside my wife and children in
photographs and mirrors, his face where mine should be, his arm
around them.
I hate him.

- What else ?Well, I was my old self again when Hollywood perpetrated sacrilege
on The Scarlet Letter in '96. I wrote a paper called "The Psychology of
Repentance," asserting that Hawthorne was actually standing in mercifu l judgment over Hester and Arthur, that they never fully repented,
but that they longed to. "He was talking about hell," I preached ,
"about separat ion from God." It was incredible to write that paper, to
smuggle truth into it.
Later that year, I wrote a poem censuring Wallace Stevens for
misunderstanding his own questions, his own problems. I insisted that
it was man's idea of God that offended Stevens, not God Himself. The
libertines and feminists strangely agreed. The truth of it stood on
them heavily, and whispered to them things beyond their expectation,
beyond their comprehension . It stood more heavily on me. It was my
idea of God that turned me from Him, for He would not be shaped
by me, but would rather do the shaping, and I had been an unwieldy
subject, an arrogant patient.
Like Darren.
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January, 1997. Darren, another seminary teacher, just left his
wife. The coordinator told him that they weren't going to
hire him, so he left her. I guess there was no longer a reason
to pretend righteousness. We were in a class together last
semester. I knew he was struggling, but I had no idea how
much. More and more, the things coming out of his mouth
sounded hollow and "liberated," and I had been alarmed.
He must have given in. I saw him tonight at the theatre.
He was with a girl. They stood too close to each other,
vacant and giggling at nothing, denying the world and its
consequences. They are lovers. I wanted to smack him. Thank
heaven I am not that far gone! I cannot live without the
commandments, covenants and relationships I have been
conditioned to keep , accept and engender. I need them.
I need God.

-You must call me Father. - (The exhortation is disturbing and soothing
all at once as I pace the floor on another sleepless night, this time
without Riley, who sleeps quietly and obediently now.)
I wish I could. There is an aggravation, an incontinence of spirit that
menaces when I close my eyes. I see you, Father, looking at me, the
Oldest Man, penetrating, challenging, glaring.
But it is emotionally and spiritually taxing to defend an ideology
against a jealous world. It is painful to deny the seduction of books, of
learning, of knowledge over and over again, to read and not revert, to
think and not regress. I long for hypothermic numbness.To lie down .
To be without feeling.
I won't walk away from you, but will I ever walk with you again?
Do I really want to give myself completely over to you, to accept what
rea son and fashion and learning (motley triplets!) tell me I cannot?
June, 1993. I called Irene yesterday before I left Italy finally
behind.
"Penny 1" she answered, "You called! I didn't think you
would!"
"Of course I called. How are you? "
" Oh , Penny. Have the other s told you?"
"Told me what?"
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"Yesterday my brother died in a car accident."
"Irene, cara Irene. Mi dispiace tanto. I am so sorry. What
will you do?"
I remembered she wouldn't accept resurrection. She said
she wanted some sort of Zen-consciousness thing to happen
to her at death; wanted to become a faceless, formless part
of some huge, spiritual organism that concerted the dead in
vast anonymity. We argued, we testified, we begged. She just
didn't want resurrection. It had been the only thing that held
her back.
"Oh, Penny," she wept shamelessly into the receiver, "Ci
credo/ Ci credo tutto. I believe it all. I need to believe it all."
"What will you do then, Irene?"
"Lo so, Penny. So che devo fare. I will do what must be
done."
That's it, then. I am faced now, at graduation, with unemployment and
feeding a wife and two children , and I must do what must be done. I
must do it for my wife, and for my children. I must do it because it is
expected of me. I must do it because you have commanded it.

- And now, my son 7I hope this is not the eye of the storm, Father. But if it is, I am no
stranger to its strength anymore, nor to thine. I'll see it coming next
time, I think, see it rising up against a clear ideology, forceful and
pointless and overwhelming, and when it lays its dark, pitiless bulk
across my vision to suffocate me with its pressure, memory, better
than terror, will be ready, and whisper stolidly that the darkness is
finite, that it will end.
And I will try to remember better times.
June, 1993. My companion and I were standing at the mouth
of the piazza on the eve of my retirement among the smells
and jocular warmth of a tobacco shop, of an open bakery, of
a pizzeria and a cobbler's workroom. It was a delightful, final
baptism; a happy moment in worn clothes, ruined shoes and
tired bodies, with the music of traffic and voices all around
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us. We saw Helene, three months a stranger to us. "How are
you? " we asked.
"Sta meglio. I am better. Th ank you ..."
I'm better, too.
It is a dim morning at the end of another sleepless night. I put
Christopher gently in his crib and look at my two sons, helpless and
dependent on me, peaceful, perhaps aware somehow of what has
happened in their father tonight. They will bring me peace now, peace
that I've tasted the last few hours, will bring humility and healthy,
helpless dependence on my own Father not always, perhaps, but
more often.
I turn and close the door, return to bed for a moment to hold
Wendy and to enjoy silent tears, then prepare myself quietly for the
day. When I am ready, I step out into the half-light of the cold dawn
of another winter, intent today on a reconciliation, hoping to embrace
that other child, the Esau, with the strength of growing humanity and
the wisdom of accompanying Divinity, and win him to me. Despite the
cold, my face is smoot h, my shou lders relaxed and broad under an
open heaven.
At least for now.

I
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Birthday Package
Eric Freeze
On our front
step yesterday, I found a bag
like a mini green paper dolmen
offering cookies in plastic wrap,
five-fiavor lifesavers and a note
that said, "Have a peachy birthday, Kris."
Curly blue handwriting.
Kris doesn't live here .
Just old dishes he left.
two cream plates chipped on the side and
a can of peach halvespeeled and pitted.
Though I've never met the man,
Kris gets great mailHe's a preferred customer at "Haney's Big and Tall."
I've opened letters from 6 different countries
including Andorra, Japan, and Bulgaria.
Popular Science still comes on Tuesdays,
which I usually read on the jon.
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I wonder why Kris left.
He didn't leave a forwarding address.
I keep expecting that he'll show upa large man with plastic square-rim glasses
And a beard like Castro.
He'll knock twice, loud and heavy;
I'll invite him into the living room.
He'll look over at the shrine of
envelopes and magazines on our coffee table,
want to tell me why he left,
show where he slept,
how the front room was arranged.
Then he'll leavehis mail,
still scattered on the coffee table.
I won't press him,
won't probe.
He has a right
to his privacy anyway.

Alyssa Dick
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couldn't decide which flavors to buy
for which parts of the suit. Strawberry
for the pant pockets? Fruit punch for
the shirt sleeves? Apricot for the
inseam7 I called home to ask. "Just get
any flavors 1" she ye lled. It cost thirtythree dollars and sixteen cents. The
lady let me keep a penny. "Why?" I
said, "I want to pay what it costs." She
re-opened the till and put the penny
in; she seemed kind of mad. "At least
it's shiny," I said, but she was already
helping the next person who was buying cans of tomato soup, among other
things.
On the way home- I might add it
wasn't raining today, at least- on the
way home a police officer-w ith a
handsome mustache, a mustache that
says, "humph humph humph, I am a
real man"- this police officer turned
on his lights behind me, so I pulled
over. "Can I see your license, humph
humph humph," he said. I didn't need
to check my back pocket; I could tell it
wasn't there because my fine rump was
nestled snugly into the bucket seat of
my VW GT I. My wallet was buried
under the pounds of fruit leather. I had
dumped them out of the bags and put
the bags back at the check stand since
I didn't need them. In fact, I think that
is when I said, "at least it's shiny," and
she wasn't with a customer, she just
paid no attention to me. Some people
are like that.
"That's quite a load of dry fruit
rolls you got there," the mustache said.

Fruit
Leather
5 LI it
Jim Richards
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But this part about the officer isn't really important, so let's get to
the part where I was finally at home, sitting on the couch, watching
Jeopardy as I opened the fruit leathers and stripped them from their
plastic lining. "What is a horse7" I said and peeled a shiny moon of
apricot from its plastic sky. "What?" my wife yelled from the shower.
She thought it would stick better if her skin were hot and steamy.
"Nothing," I said," I was just playing Jeopardy."
"Whaff' she said.
"Playing Jeopardy!" I yelled. She turned off the water just before
I yelled, "Jeopardy." I guess she heard me because she didn't say anything else. Did I mention that my name is Larry? Anyway, I'm Larry,
I work at the Hospital.
"Well, let's get started," she said, waddling out of the bathroom
with a towel around her. I wouldn't want her to know that I used the
word "waddling," you know? "What's all this?" she said, looking down
at the plastic sheets piled at her feet. Some sort of static cling reaction was attracting the wrappers to her feet and ankles. She bent to
peel them off, and a few more clung onto her arm. "What the hell/"
she said and dropped her towel. The more she tried to get them off
of her the more they clung.
"Who is St. Anselm?" I said to the TV as I tried to peel the plastic
sheets from her skin.
She yelled, "Get away from me, you idiot!" and kind of knocked
my hands away. Her body was covered in sheets of plastic. Sometimes
I don't know how to help people. Like that little boy who got hit by
a car on our street when I was walking home from the blood bank,
which happened to be out of orange juice that day. I didn't know
what to do because I'd never seen a body all spread out like that
before.
My wife got quite angry about the plastic sheets, and then she
just wanted to take a nap. We never did get to make the suit. After a
few hours, the fruit leather got kind of hard and crusty. Our front
room smelled like an exotic fruit-stand. I ate a few before they got
hard. I like apricot best. But what I really would have liked is to have
made that suit. To mold a circle of apple leather around her shoulder.
To form a collar around her neck out of fruit punch. To lick the
smooth side of a strawberry circle and seal it perfectly over the mild
curves of her lower back. That way I could give Alex Trebek the question "What is love?" and really know what the answer would be.
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Jelly Jars
Melody McGrath
My grandfather, for years,
kept the jelly jars in the ce llar,
rows and rows of them,
seeming to grow there spontaneously
like strange, unwanted polyps.
And maybe Grandfather had forgotten them,
for he seemed as puzzled as we were,
the way he picked them up and turned them over
in his gnarled hands,
examining them, rotating them curiously,
like one rotates and palms a mysteriously rotted orange.
Finally, when he came to terms with one,
he'd thrust it forward,
revealing a great, gray,
disembodied fish head,
mouth aiar in frozen, mute discomfort,
eyes filled with formaldehyde .
Another jar he ld tiny specimens
of unconscious, trembling butterflies, and
when we poked the glass with our stubby child fingers
their yellow wings shook with the current.
There were tarantulas and rattlesnakes and
delicate sprigs of larkspur as well,
each transfixed in a liqu id eternity,
each brought before us on Grandfather's open palm.
We never asked where his jars came from,
we only looked them over with
respectfu l solemnity.
After a while my grandfather,
with marvelous protocol,
would shelve his mysteries and close up again,
bidding us before him up the stairs to the kitchen.
Behind him he shut the door,
concealing in darkness a million jelly jars
full of death and destruction.

Alyssa Dick
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I still remember the wide smile on
your face. The inflection in your voice
revealed your excitement Mom had
dragged the whole family together for
another tooth-pulling Family Hom e
Evening. Sunshine and green grass. N o
school . And yet Mom imprisoned us to
the dining tab le. Except for you, the
family was as impatient as a dog on its
first night at obedience school. Mom
was the master and we were the dogs,
but you were smiling. You held that
Book of Mormon in your hand as if it
were one of your fingers . Someone
said a prayer. Then the time belonged
to you to give the lesson. "Open your
books to Alma 17. I read this earlier
this morning," you said. "This is the
chapter where Ammon defends King
Lamoni's flocks from being stolen."
Anxiously, you told of how you
thought it was "so cool" that the Lord
gave Ammon the strength to defend
Lamoni's flocks. We laug hed as you
recounted how Ammon smote off the
arms of the attackers. You said, "I think
it would be pretty funny if you were
King Lamoni, and your servants
brought you a pile of slain arms." I
laughed but I wondered why Ammon
mattered. I often think of that Family
Home Evening. I often think of that
Family Home Evening when I pray that
you will soften your heart and return
to God .
As you know, going to church was
pretty much a forced issue in our family. And yet, our religion believes in

Dear Oscar,
There Are
No Free
Helicopter
Rides
Ohio Faulkner
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freedom of cho ice. We claim that every man has the right to choose
good or evil. As a kid, I didn't know any of that. I just put on a warm
white shirt ironed by Mom and got in the station wagon like the rest
of the family. I didn 't rebel. We'd go to testimony meetings and listen
to our friends say, "I know Jesu s Christ is our Savior. I know the Book
of Mormon is true . I know Jo seph Smith was a prophet. In the name of
Jesus Christ, amen." I remember sayi ng those things in Primary.
When I was too young to offer my own testimony, the Primary
president whispered tho se sentiments in my ear and I, frozen in anguish,
repeated them to a rowdy class. Why do we have to "bear testimonies," I wondered. With each uttered phrase, I hoped the Primary
president would whisper, "In the name of Je sus Christ, amen" so I
could sit down. I watched my friends as I repeated the words verbatim . They weren't paying attention. They played with their clip-ons and
made cool noises with their velcro-strapped shoes. Their distractions
looked li ke a lot more fun than my testimony bearing. I wasn't saying
the things I said because I knew they were true. I said them so I could
sit down.
The Primary president instituted a "Reverence Award ." Each
Sunday, fi ve or so kids were selected as being the most reverent. The
weekly Reverence Award winners received a treat and got a star
sticker placed by their name on a cardboard chart in the front of
the room. At the end of the year, the kid with the most star stickers
would be given a Bible and a triple combination and I was presently
winning . My amount of star stickers doubled or tripled all the other
kids' totals. No one was more reverent than me.
I remember a Primary lesson at Easter time. The Primary president
wanted someone to play Jesu s as he lay dead in the tomb. I volunteered. I was an easy pick since I was such a reverence All-Star so the
Primary president selected me. She laid me across three of those
orange topographically fabricated chairs that sme ll like dried applesauce . Someone spread a white sheet over me. As I lay there, I started
thinking I could probably make my friends laugh. I had a white sheet
and could play a ghost. Thoughts of the Reverence Award raced
through my mind and delayed my entrance as a funny ghost.Then I
thought, "Ah, I'm so far ahead. I can take a Sunday off from being reverent. I'll just be really reverent again next week and I'll still have enough
star stickers to win the scriptures." So I propelled my body upward,
and with arms stretched in front of me like a mummy, I yelled, "Boo!"
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Hopes of a spir itu al lesson died as all the kids spit laughter. I was
a hit with everyone except the Primary president. She frowned wh il e
saying that I had been irreverent and had made fun of Jesus. Th at
made me feel bad even though I hardly knew who Jesus was. How
could I make fun of someone whom I didn't really know ? Besides,
everybody had more fun when I played the ghost.
Our family's religious activity differed from that of our friends.
As a kid, I didn't know that until I waited in the lun ch lin e w ith my
best friend, Scott Gecke l. He to ld me, "Your rel igion stinks." H e didn't have to give talks or play Jesus under a white sheet. H e didn't
compete for Reverence Awards. The Geckels just sat in a pew for
an hour and then went home. A three hour block of church
boggled his mind.
Whether being LDS stunk or not, I didn't rea ll y know. Now, I figure when you were eleven, you didn't know either. We just went to
church because our family went to church. As the youngest of five
boys, I aggressively watched what you did. You went to church with
no visible complaints , so I did too. I wasn't a childhood prodigy of
spiritual things, only a follower. Your excitement about Ammon told
me the Book of Mormon was a thing to check out even though I didn't
know it to be true. I didn't read the Book of Mormon except with
the family, but your vigor about Ammon caused me to have faith in
something I knew virtually nothing about.
When you gave the Ammon lesson, I was ten. My religious views
were apathetic at best. When Scott Geckel said "Your re ligion stinks,"
I responded, " I know." I didn't care . I never wondered whether the
Church was the only way to go or not. I played second base for the
green baseball team and forward for the blue soccer team. I wanted
glowing grass stains that had to be lathered with soap and scratc hed
by scouring fingernails to come clean. I wanted diving catches, header
goals, and double plays. I wanted dried mud to crack off my knees as I
left the field that soiled me. I wanted the drain to be full of dead
grass and dirt clumps when I emptied the tub. I wanted to smell my
name in newsprint for scoring goals. I wanted fame. I didn't lie awake
in bed pondering a blood atonement. And I definitely didn't whistle " I
Hope They Call Me on a Mission" during recess. I didn't care . And yet,
I knew who Ammon was because of you.
The years passed. You went to church as did I.You went to yo uth
conferences, and Mom forced you to tell me about them. You graduated
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from high school and joined Jerry at BYU. Jerry turned nineteen and
went to Japan on a mission. You turned nineteen. You turned twenty. I
wondered why you hadn't gone on a mission. Jay was turning nineteen soon and anxiously awaited the time when he could turn in his
mission papers. People went on missions at nineteen, didn't they?
The boys in our family were all going to go on mission s, weren't
they? Were you?
I remember the tension in your face. I did not know then what it
meant. I just watched. I thought the choice should have been easy for
you. You were nineteen. Mormon boys go on missions when they are
nineteen. I flexed my silent jaw and mentally urged , "Just go, Oscar!"
Shortly after your twentieth birthday, you submitted your mission
papers. You were going on a mission.
Rodger and I were lying in front of the TV when Mom came in
and asked if she could turn the TV off. "Sure Mom." Maybe we didn't
answer so willingly. I don't remember. "Oscar's mission call came in
the mail today," she announced. My food-full mouth tripped curiously
over the words, "Where's he going?" I erected my body up from our
carpet that was as dusty as it was brown to learn of your news. Mom
explained how she had read your call to you over the phone since
you were at BYU. "Yeah, yeah. Where's he going? Germany?" She
looked so disheartened. I wondered why. We were all smiles and
laughs when Jerry got his call to Japan. The tears Mom had then had
dried long before this moment. Mom cried at stuff like this. Why not
now? "Where's he going?" As if testifying at court, she stated, "He got
called to the Utah Ogden Mission and he's a little disappointed about
that." We couldn't believe it. Utah! Of all places, you got called to
Utah! Maybe our religion did stink. You had studied German for a
couple years with hopes of being called there. You had no such luck.
That must have been an insult. I thought it was, and your solemnity
would later tell me that you also thought so. I learned to not tell
people about your mission cal l unless I was trying to make them
laugh.
As a young deacon, I didn't doubt that your mission call had
come from the Lord. At the same time, I didn't boldly claim that it
had. I didn't know and didn't really care. To me, mission calls were
bragging rights . Young boys go to far off lands. The bishop proudly
reads letters from him to the ward during sacrament meeting.
Mothers with boys out at the same time hug and weep, telling each
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other they know how hard it is to watch the belly of a plane swallow
their boys. What a clique 1 These mothers tell younger mothers,
"Someday, you'll know the pain of being a missionary's mother." I've
often thought to myself, "What a strange hierarchy."
No one from our Greensburg Ward had ever gone to Japan, so
when Jerry got called there, it was cool. His letters home were
wrapped in those thread-thin brown envelopes. "He uses those to
save postage," Mom would say. Jerry sent pictures of himself standing
by Buddhist temples and one with the frog-like fish that could kill a
person if it wasn't cooked right. I wonder how people learned that!
Mom slipped those pictures between the glass and the wooden pane
of our hutch. For my birthday, Jerry sent me Japanese chocolate and
bubble-gum. Cool! I couldn't decipher the labels, but they tasted
good. Long after the candy was eaten I still smelt the wrappers.
Japanese gum smelled like American doughnuts. The sweet lingering
of the smells satisfied me almost as much as the candy itself. You got
called to Ogden. I wondered what you could possibly send me from
Ogden.
The night before Dad drove you cross-country to the MTC, we
traded temple pictures. You busily crammed two year's worth of possessions into your coffin-sized suitcase. You wanted to take a picture
of the temple, but you had no room for your D.C. temple picture
with the blood-red sky. My smaller D.C. temple picture had a rigid
cold-blue sky and easily fit into your luggage . I happily traded for the
big picture, thinking it had more possibilities.
Two months into your mission, we moved to Idaho. No one in
Idaho believed us when we told them you were in Ogden. Your mission boundaries were only two hours away by car. My recollections of
your mission are few. Nothing you wrote in a letter sticks out. If you
sent pictures, I can't remember them. I do remember that you called
home a lot. I knew your frequent calls violated mission rules because
Jerry only called on Christmas and Mother's Day. Mom and Dad
always fussily anticipated Jerry's calls.
Of course I remember when Rodger drove to Willard to spend
P-day with you and didn't return. Mom and Dad traded worry for
sleep that night. I didn't care. I slept. Mom woke me up. She
squeezed her head into the bottom of the bunk bed saying, "We
need to go to Willard, so you're going to miss school today." I had no
qualms about that.
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On the drive down, Mom and Dad told me what had happened.
Some members in Willard knew that Rodger, yo u, and yo ur companion set out to climb Mt. Willard .They grew concerned when night
came and your mission car still sat in their driveway. They called the
mission president and he cal led Dad, suggesting that we come to
Willard that morning. The drive to Willard wasn't pleasant. Mom
feared the worst.
Upon arriving in Willard, we were instructed to dri ve to the base
of the mountain. The chaotic scene reminded me of scurrying ants
trying to salvage a piece of stranded picnic cheese. Two new s helicopters patrolled the sky. Reporters and cameramen tripped over
their cords. The clouds eclipsed the sun. The smell of storm accompanied the darkened day. Supposedly, you guys were alive on that
mountain. When missionaries get lost, it's big news in Utah.
Hungry clouds rolled slinkily toward Mt. Willard.They already
swallowed the neighboring peaks. In only a few minutes, the clouds
would engulf Mt. Willard too. The helicopters would have to land
leaving you helpless under the storm.
But just in time, the helicopters spotted you and carried you to
safety. With wet eyes, Dad later told me and Mom of your rescue's
timing. His emotion trembled, "Tho se clouds were moving quick. If the
helicopters didn't see them soon, they would have been stranded.
President Wayne told me that he went to pray; he told the Lord, 'A
storm is moving in. We need to get those missionaries off that mountain now!' He came out from where he was praying. Almost immediately we got word that one of the helicopters had spotted them."
You've always been glad about that helicopter ride, figurin g it
would be your only free one . After your interview with Channel 5
News we returned to your mission apartment. The li ght on the
answering machine beat like a runner's heart. Your district leader had
left five or six different messages. Each message sou nded more
urgent. Laughing at his repeated messages of concern, yo u told us of
the peril you faced on your return journey from Mt. Willard's pe ak.
You came down a different path than you had climbed. The new path
led you to a succession of three waterfalls. An attempt to climb down
the waterfalls in the March weather would have been fatal. You had to
return to your origin al path. The snow was as deep as your waist so
the going was slow. You went so far on the wrong path that night
came before you could return to the path that led home. Sleep
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wou ld have to be on the mo untain, far from t he warmth of home . You
still cla im that you knew exactly w here you were, that you were
never lost. Looking aro un d your apartment I couldn't find my picture
of the D.C. temple with the cold-b lue sky.
I was fifteen years old and in ninth grade w hen you came back
from your mission. I found my first year of experiences in seminary
enlightening. We studied the Book of Mormon that year and I didn't
come any where close to achieving the ideal of daily scripture study.
However, I did find one significant scripture, Mosiah 2:33. I am still
strengthened by it. Some nights I'd be about ready to jump in bed
when I would realize I hadn't read my scriptures. I'd often read Mosiah
2:33 and call it good. From my first reading, the line "he receiveth for
his wages an everlasting punishment having transgressed the law of
God contrary to his own knowledge" stuck with me. I've often wondered how much of our misdirected behavior God wil l dismiss because
we knew no better. I've often wondered if you stopped going to church
because you didn't know such action was contrary to the will of God.
I believe my know ledge of God took root in ninth grade . My trust
in God became mine and not my trust in Mom and Dad's trust in
God. A peace had overcome me when Dad explained how President
Wayne's prayer for your escape from Mt. Wil lard was so promptly
answered . I remember that feeling. It is like someone washed my soul
with a scrub brush. The fee ling is unhurried and not anxious. My soul
felt white without any threat of stain . I fe lt that same peace several
times during ninth grade. I cared now. Scott Geckel was wrong; it didn't
stink to be LDS. I wondered if my actions toward God went against
my knowledge of Him. I wondered if yours did.
Your immediate inactivity in church after coming home bewildered
me. I asked Mom about it. My questions ignited tender emotions and
sometimes tears. I learned not to ask those questions anymore
because I didn't know how to comfort Mom. I just quietly observed
you. If your name and the Church came up in the same sentence, all
heads nodded with a determined frown. It seemed that our family
had passed policy on you: everyone in the family needed to be sorry
that you didn't go to church but needed to be relatively silent about
it. I wondered why, so I just watched you.
I remember an afternoon a few days after you came home from
Ogden. Mom came down the stairs. She hugged you and began to cry.
Your hesitant arms crawled around her waist. Mom couldn't see me
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because I stood facing you. As Mom embraced you, your eyes rolled.
Your head shook back and forth in disgust. I wondered why.
You delivered your homecoming address. The sentiments were
pure cynicism. You said, "Maybe some of you are wondering why I
went on a mission. My younger brother Jay was getting ready to send
in his mission papers, so I figured I should too." I sat in the pew wondering why you'd say that.
Jerry got married in Manti. Since Rodger was on his mission, he
was the only member of the family who didn't make the trek. Being
the only unendowed Faulkner, I prepared myself for a long wait in the
temple 's lobby, but Mom said you'd wait with me. I wondered why, so
finally I asked . Mom said, "Oscar doesn't really feel worthy to go
through the temple." Later, as we ate lunch alone at probably the only
diner in Manti, I quoted Mom's exp lanation. It was nerve-racking for
me to tell you that. I wasn't only questioning the level of your faith. I
was telling you that the level of your faith bothered me. You laughed
and said, "Worthy? No. It's not that."
My freshman year at BYU seemed to revolve around mission
calls. Would I choose to go? Some of the guys I knew at Deseret
Towers shamelessly voiced their choice not to go. Others proudly
said they would go. Certainly Mom and Dad expected me to go. They
never said so directly to my face, but I could feel their urgings. But it
was my choice. I needed to go if I wanted to go. I went.
As I prepared for a mission, I wondered how you felt before your
mission. Did you want to go on a mission? Did you feel you had a
choice? One night, we battled a snowstorm on our return to Provo
from Logan. There had been accidents the whole way. Our progress
moved slowly. We had a lot of time to talk.
We talked off and on, but I kept avoiding what I really wanted
to talk about: missions. It seemed to me that our family looked at
your life as a fragile vase . If we handled the vase too much by talking, we'd break it. You never began religious talks so I was intimidated
to do so now. But I fe lt justified since I would be on a mission in a
few months. You knew I was leaving, so it should have been only
natural to for us discuss missions. You'd been on one and I hadn't.
Finally, I interrupted the silence. "Are you glad you went on a
mission? "
" The mission wasn't good for me. I never should have gone,"
you said.
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"Why not?"
"I just don't believe in the religion."
"Yeah," I said. "Some of it, like Joseph Smith's vision, seem pretty
spectacular."
"You're telling me."
"Did you ever believe in it?"
"Yeah, when I was a little kid."
"I believe in it," I declared.
"I know. I'm the only one in the whole family who doesn't."
"So why did you go on a mission?"
"I don't know. I didn't believe in Joseph Smith and all that when I
left. I told the stake president and he just told me to go anyway. He
said a testimony would come. I prayed and all that stuff, but I never
felt anything and I never told anyone on my mission that I had."
I wanted to defend the Church . I wanted to share a testimony
that would convert you right there. If you never felt the spirit, I wanted
you to now. I wanted something I could write up for the Ensign. But I
had no clue what to say, so I was silent.
I left on my mission and figured it may be easier to convert you
from a distance. I fasted and prayed for you. I sent you those evangelical letters full of stream-of-conscious testimony that I am sure you
remember so well. It all must have sounded the same to you. When I
called on Mother's Day, Mom paused awkwardly and told me I didn't
need to write those letters to you anymore. I felt embarrassed. Had
I failed in writing you those letters? If you had gone back to church I
would have been a family hero. But now I felt like I'd been punished.
Mom said you didn't like the letters. "Just tell him about your mission
experiences and that you love him," she directed . I stopped writing
you those proselytizing letters.
Now I realize that maybe the purpose of those letters was to
rob you of what you may feel has been robbed from you your whole
life: your choice. Mosiah 2:33 says we receive an everlasting punishment if we transgress the law of God contrary to our own knowledge
of God. As I think about you, I think about going to church as kids
without really understanding why. I think about agreeing with Scott
Geckel's assertion that being LOS stinks, and I think about nineteenyear-old Mormon boys going on missions. As I think about these
things I realize there are no free helicopter rides. I realize that a
Reverence Award misrepresents the daily struggle of the gospel. A
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person can't do good for a while and then coast and stil l come off
the winner. I realize that when we get off of the path we often have
to walk in waist-deep snow to return. The snow makes the return-trip
slow, but teaches us not to go down that path again. We know the
danger.
I wonder what caused us to go to church as young boys. Were
we there for more reasons than Mom and Dad? Were we more than
puppets? I wonder what caused you to be excited about Ammon. I
wonder what caused you to go to youth conferences. I wonder what
caused you to attend BYU your freshman year. I wonder what caused
you to delay a mission and then eventually go almost as much as I
wonder what caused you to hate it. I consider many of your actions
to be sinfu l. I would even claim to know that they are sins. I wonder
why I consider many of your actions sinful and perhaps you don 't. At
the same time, I wonder whether your transgressions of the laws of
God have been contrary to your knowledge of God. I wonder: I wonder.
In my mind there are two ways to make a choice. We can choose
to act against God contrary to our own knowledge of him or we can
make choices without knowing God. You made choices to go to
church. You made a choice to be excited about Ammon. You made a
choice to go on a mission. Did you make those choices knowing that
God wanted you to make them? I've wondered.
After your rescue from Mt. Willard you claimed, "We were never
lost; we knew exactly where we were the whole time." Could you say
you feel the same way in your relation with God-that you're not
lost, but know exactly where you are?
Where were you when you came home from your mission?
Where are you now? Are you not lost as the family silently believes?
Do you know exactly where you are? I'd like to know because I pray
you will return to where the family waits. I pray and pray that you will
find the true path home, but more importantly, I pray you will know
it's the true path home. The family loves you, Oscar. Although it
would be comforting for Mom and me and everyone else, no helicopter ride is going to give you a free ride this time.
Love,
Your brother

Alyssa Dick
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Aria
Lisa A. Neilsen
My grandmother tells me
of my mother's birth,
how the nurse forgot
to teach her, an opera singer,
how to breathe.
She says the labor lasted three days,
because with each contraction
she held her breath and prayed
she wouldn't scream.
Finally, they pulled my mother out.
Now, my grandmother says she understands
giving birth is the same as singing opera.
When the pain starts, you breathe deep, low,
the way you sing a middle C.
Round, open breaths.
You take the pressure from inside you,
pu ll it up ti ll it vibrates in your vocal cords,
let it rush from your mouth
the way Italian adds agony to the love scene.
You keep the sound moving to the final moment
when you hear the doctor saying "Now.
Now. Here is the baby."
Then you open your lungs,
push your breath across a straight plane of sound
that moves higher to the highest A
Your rol l your tongue into a fast trill
until, on the decrescendo,
your voice fades into the newborn's cry.
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The Nightgowns
IN the mid- l 970s, you purchased two
things that have made me what I am;
the first was a night at Little America
Hotel, where you and Dad celebrated
your honeymoon; the second was a
pair of nightgowns from LaVoy's. They
were considered lingerie in their day,
but I wouldn't even consider them
nighties - there was nothing truncated about them. They were long
enough to cover your feet when
standing, and they billowed out a foot
in each direction. They were, however,
transparent in the sunlight. Polyester
manufactured in its most striking
shade s- one black as tar and the
other a blinding yel low that yo u
called "pale." The only way to connect
such an adjective to the nightgown
was in describing those who saw it
for the first time. You chose such colors for a reason, albeit it must have
been subconscious - black for your
future feelings on shopping in bulk,
endless "guaranteed" winnings from
Publisher's Clearing Hou se, dog hair,
and dreams deferred- for the end of
each day and the beginning of the
next. But not Sundays. Yellow was for
the peace and quiet of Sundays.
Sundays and classica l music, the PTA,
your Super-Mom title, and your high
school dri ll team outfit that still fits .
But yellow was especial ly representative of yo ur thoughts on us children,
whom yo u determined would be your

Birth of a
Daughter
Angela Colvin
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greatest accomplishments. I suppose the melon yellow version still
haunts your closet today. Although I intended to take it to college,
I mostly took your other half with me.

Dress-up
I don't know why I confiscated the black remnant. It was on impulse,
probably because I lacked the initiative to go out and buy a bathrobe,
and I needed something to see me through the long trek from dorm
bathroom to bedroom. I used to steal it from your closet when I was
little. I'd listen to you playing the old upright for hours, playing out
your frustrations and anger, your fingers caressing the same keys your
mother played. Accompanied by your music, I'd drag the thing from
its hanger and dress up as you. I always seemed to get tangled up in
the layers however and never made it to the mirror before stumbling
inside it and slamming into the green shag sea below me. It served
me well my first year in college, but then I met "that young man" as
you called him, and simultaneously the gown began to fall apart.

The Moo-Moo

Life is not meant to be experienced in halves. I don't believe my other
half should still be hanging, unused, in a storage closet. But I guess the
first thing people see is what they gra b and run with.
Debunching
You were the only girl in the pool with clothes on-that's how I
noticed you. Someone had invited me (on account of my being "the
new boy") to the party while I was walking through the dorms. There
were only about fifteen guys at that party, and I felt like I was at a disadvantage because I was the only one who hadn't spent a semester
getting to know you, and you seemed to be enraptured by some twig
of a guy at least six inches shorter than you. He could have been the
Munchkin mayor.
I watched you for over an hour before I decided to do anything
about it. Whenever someone would throw you in, you'd stea lthi ly
debunch your clothes when your body reemerged from the water.
Your smile could be addictive. Opportunity arose when you and a
roommate suddenly burst into song at the edge of the pool. It sounded
awful, but it was a chance to meet you-"always introduce yourself
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to a woman by complimenting her," my uncle used to say, "even if it's
a lie."

Food For Thought
You weren't anorexic, but close enough to it that I had become a
candidate for Miss Body-Conscious of the Universe. I was obsessed
with food, preoccupied with the latest fat-burning exercises, and I
hadn't worn a swimsuit in over six years .
I caught him staring at me once and made a concerted effort not
to let my shorts and tee-shirt gather up and stick to me as I left the
pool's sanctuary. I didn't want to look fatter than was apparent. Annie
and I had both thought he was a delicious morsel-she thought he was
cheesecake, but I knew he was more like a juicy piece of steak. His legs
were definitely steaks. I had another obsession, and that was lean-bodied
soccer players. They move like liquid, each movement pouring and
blending into the next. To get his attention we boisterously began
singing off key because he was floating with an all-too-attentive
California Barbie on the "Donut of Abomination" (as we called the
inner tube). To our delight, that abomination finally floated our way.

Threadbare
A silhouette wasn't enough. He tried to get more than ankles showing:

however, I only become a little threadbare. Here a stitch, there a patch
of thinning, but he wonted to toke the scissors to me.
Curves
What did you call that thing? You told me once that it was christened
"the moo-moo" by mortified roommates. And yes, the spelling was
intentional (you often described yourself as a cow). Your idea was that
it covered you entirely, a bathrobe substitute so you could just "flow"
from room to room. Two problems, though: it was transparent in the
light, which was often the setting I saw you in, and when you turned, it
grasped every curve of your body, "wanted and un-," you laughed. That
laugh smelt of mothballs- dusty and sour. You surely had a sense of
humor, ripping yo urself up into laughable little confetti-sized pieces
you could throw at a party.
You had a crazy worldview, some of it formed from leftover
perusals of ridiculous teen magazines; some from being your mother's
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daughter, and some from just being you. Those parts were beautiful-stars you kept on reserve for clear nights. But such expositions
were rare; generally, it was all shadows and curves beneath the
moo-moo.

Showering
He tried to change me-save me from myse lf, but I struggled with his
fitting in the moo-moo. He left while I was in the shower, with my
thoughts swirling about my feet I stepped out clean, but he wasn't
there to see it He had gone to save the world, and I guess that
changed both of us.

Pulling Threads

He was gone, but he left behind a large hole exposing her rib, and she
had to hold it shut as she scurried past people to the privacy of her
room. Although the hole bothered her, she had even started to pick at
my threads herself
Reflected
My roommates jokingly conspired to burn the moo-moo, until Jules
found out where you bought it- then the jokes got serious.
LaVoy's was her grandpa's business. Horrified to be part of something that so embarrassed her, she apologized profusely to the
others for her grandpa's designers and began planning moo-moo
abduction, since I refused to give it up. Once she even accomplished it, but knowing I'd die without something to cover my
nakedness through the early morning hours and that I was too lazy
to go buy something new, she only gave it to our next-door neighbors as a joke. They, of course, couldn't resist playing along in the
heist
I fell asleep that night and about an hour later the back door,
which opened directly into my room, creaked open. Something tall
and black swept in. It was my neighbor Jeremy, fully moo-mooed and
looking like death incarnate. White boy in a black moo-moo-not a
Kodak moment There he was, a man draped in my inhibitions, teeth
gleaming and moonlight shooting off his glasses, dimly lighting the
mirrored hallways of my soul.
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Patching Holes
I came home for the weekend to find the sewing machine humming.
It wasn't the usual burring purr of efficiency, but a languid growl,
starting out deeply in the back of its throat, then its voice rising in
intensity as it picked up speed, and then changing its mind and slowing down to a yawn. You were patching holes, all sorts of them. Some
in clothes, some on stuffed animals, some on pillow cases; everything
that could be, would be repaired that day. I mentioned something
over your shoulder. I was going to apply to that arts school in
Boston, give up chemistry and that scholarship we had worked for.
You didn't miss a stitch, just mentioned in return that there was
homemade pie in the fridge. I tried to open a window to let some
air in, but you stopped me without looking up- said it was too cold.
So I ate, you worked, and we sat that way until you breathed out,
lightly clenching the side of the counter with out-turned palms and
resting your body on your wrists. "Do you want this?" you asked,
pulling the yellow moo-moo out of the sewing basket, ''I'm not going
to fix it if it's not needed."

An E-mail
DadThanx for the cash, I think mom will love her present.
I realized something when you told me that she sold her piano to
help pay for my tuition next year in Boston. I don't think I'll ever be
her- I could never do that. It seems like everyone around here is on
a crusade to find themselves, as if we'd suddenly gotten lost the day
we registered for college, or left ourselves in the car by accident
when our parents drove off- waving at ourselves no less. I obviously
didn't get all of mom's genes so i don't completely understand her,
but she knows me better than i thought, although she still thinks I'm
too much like you, but that's all of her i could get close to- you. I
can't drive, read, and practice my voice all at the same time or graduate in four years as a valedictorian with kids like she did. I'm trying to
be as practical as she would, but i must've caught some of your
dreaming germs (as mom calls them) so i guess I'm just gonna
breathe life in for a while before I decide to do anything with it.
- me
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Boxed Away

I wasn't going to arts school, and, even more surprisingly my side was
ripped completely open. I wasn't put back on, JUSt ripped open, held,
looked at, then thrown in a box with other home-bound stuff Not with
the stuff that would be unboxed, but into a package with trinkets and
tickets, gum wrappers and photographs, dried rowers, bits of pottery
projects, and old keys.
The Minimalists
It was very weird that your number was in the Boston listings. Living
and building homes in Panama's villages had made a minimalist of me
and moving back to Boston sounded great. It's known for small
rooms, private lives, luxuries too expensive to buy, and little freely
circu lating money. But I had a cousin there, which meant he had an
apartment, and maybe connections to a job. When I saw your name, I
only called to see if it was you. Your voice was different, so I listened
to it for a while before I decided to see you.That was nicer than I
expected, and so was the next time, and the time after. Before we
even thought about marriage, you had me in a steady job, and calling
your parents on holidays. This afternoon you said you wanted a " little
pink bundle" to put in the quilt your mom sent us for Christmas. A
baby quilt made up of squares from old nightgowns.The inner lining
was black and yellow checkered- you couldn't seem to get over that.
But your comment about the pink bundle is what made me laugh. It
reminded me of this morning, which is why I was smiling just now.
It was simply an image; one I can't get out of my head. You, coming
from the bath, standing there- pink as the day you were born and
grinning like a Cheshire cat.

Alyssa Dick
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In This Yard
Shannon Castleton
Most days I go out and something new
is dead. Yesterday my father's
last Morgan stud, his cancered privates
already black and maggoty.
Monday I buried a lamb
flung on the trail, four bu ll ets
through her nipple-pink stomach.
Some deaths we plan: the Irish Setter
who bit through a boy's thin neck
when she missed a stick we threw at her.
An accide nt- but t hey took her anyway.
I held her oily eyes shut.
The vet's fat thumb pushed hard on the need le.
Some nights I call her, then remember
how still, how silk her ears looked in the dry pit.
My father's ears glared white
as crescent moons in his glossed box.
I squeezed a thick lobe between my thumb
and al l four fingers. My brothers pretended
not to see, stared at his painted lips and eyelids.
I always remember he's dead.
Evenings, I lie flat in the yard,
beneath the wide cherry tree
dropping its smooth blossoms.

Alyssa Dick
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Unexpected to a Seven-Year-Old
Bryce E. l<nudsen
Grandpa's wrinkled hand
grips the cracking
wooden handlepitch fork
tines pierce
the mouse's ribs
with quiet accuracyGrandpa turns soil
in the garden.
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I'll See if I Can Make It
Paysandu/Solomon/Feb.94

Nor everyone Elder Solomon and I
taught had a spiritual experience. After
several failed attempts at a second
visit to teach the baptismal char/a,
we were finally able to sit down and
talk with Veronica Dos Santos about
her reading in 3 Nephi and Moroni's
promise. We arrived at the gate of the
house where she lived and I clapped
my hands loudly to call the attention
of the people we saw sitting quietly in
the shade, but who were making an
effort to ignore us. After some silent
mumbling, which I guess was their
debate to elect a representative to
talk with us, they didn't tell us she
wasn't there, like they usually did, but
instead motioned for us to enter and
a rough , middle-aged man called out
"Posen, come in." Soon Veronica came
through the plastic beads hanging in
place of a door, book in hand, and
invited us to sit with her a few meters
from the others. We sat in frayed folding chairs under the strands of a sort
of willow tree. The ground was worn
down to hard dirt by the women in
sandals who hung clothes on the line
over head and by the patchy dogs who
kept us with our hands always in the
air and our books protected in our
laps. They got their licks in every now
and then anyway. The sun was hanging
low in the sky as we said our opening

East of
the River
of Birds
Patrick Madden
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prayer; then we leaned forward, elbows on knees, with that look that
meant we were getting down to business, and we were sincere about
it. I guess at the time Solomon was feeling a combination of laziness
and inspiration, because he had me start out the discuss ion, which
meant I'd be making the baptismal invitation in principle seven.
Things went as well as they could with a daydreaming investigator
whose answers to our memorized questions were seldom more than
a few words of agreement. I was straining to send the Spirit her way.
In fact, I was straining to send the Spirit Elder Solomon's way too, but
maybe he just realized what I was naively unwilling to accept: that
Veronica, with her wandering eyes and startled looks whenever we
talked directly to her, just wasn't very interested in our message.
When it came near to my time to invite Veronica to be baptized, I
started fidgeting with my shoes, standing one foot on its side and
landing the other on top of it, molding the instep curve in one sole
with the forefoot of the other like Africa to South America in
Pangaean days (and wondering about the time long ago when I could
have walked, or swam, from Montevideo to West Africa, and why, until
1978, had these formerly neighboring peoples been so different in
the eyes of the Church). I started paying more attention to the dogs
chasing each other than to what Solomon was saying about the gift of
the Holy Ghost.
Then Elder Solomon's voice broke my lethargic trance. "Elder
Madden va a explicarle coma estos principios y ordenanzas deben hacer
una diferencia en su vida. Elder Madden is going to explain to you
how these principles and ordinances should make a difference in your
life." I looked intently at Elder Solomon, who nodded his approval or
his encouragement or maybe his relief at being done; I always had
trouble reading him. I shifted to Veronica, flipped the page in my discussion booklet, took a quick glance at the page, and began to repeat,
with all the emotion and accent I could muster, the words to the last
principle. By the time I was on page two, I was really on a roll, so that
I didn't even flinch when I got to the powerful baptismal invitation.
My MTC practice was coming through for me, and I could feel the
emotion of this important moment. I asked Veronica, in good commitment pattern form , "Will you be baptized on Sunday, the twentyseventh, at one o'clock in the afternoon, by someone having the
proper authority?"Then I looked up with a slight tight-lipped smile
and bright encouraging eyes.

Patrick Madden

She paused briefly to look at her dogs, who by now were ro ll ing
in the dirt, then at Elder Solomon with a puzzled look in her eyes as
if to say, "what is he saying?" But she didn't say that. She asked him,
"When is it?"
He glanced at me with an I-told-you-so smirk and answered her,
"Sunday, the twenty-seve nth, at one o'clock in the afternoon."
"Oh. Okay," she said. "I'll see if I can make it."

Gimme the Goats
Belloni/Haynie&Davis/Feb. 9 5
One night, two missionaries, Elders Haynie and Davis, were riding
home through El Boro, one of the toughest parts of town. This is the
same area where Elder Gray and his companion waited hours for a
re-routed bus that never came and saw the local mob flip and burn
a car whose driver wouldn't pay at their makeshift toll booth. Minutes
later a police car drove up a hill, turned a corner, then immediately
came flying out, wheels screaming, amidst gunshots and threatening
shouts. "The Boro" borders on our area, just west of Avenida Belloni.
As for Haynie and Davis, they were riding home one night on
Casavalle, probably the second worst street in Montevideo. It was
past time to be home in bed, but either their need for numbers or a
true desire to save souls made them stop when a scraggly man without a shirt appeared from out of the shadows and waved them down
yell ing, "Stop 1 I want to talk to you."
They put on the brakes and straddled their bikes in order to take
a look around, but before they could even present themselves, the
man slammed a gun into Elder Haynie's neck. I wasn't there, so I can't
tell you exactly how it went from there, but I can tel l you what eventually got out, when missionaries bragged about the incident afterward. When the thief yelled "dame la chiva!"-slang for "give me the
bike!" (chivo really means "goat," and I don't know why it came to
mean bike) - they, unfamiliar with street-tough lingo, shyly took off
and offered their backpacks, their "mochilas." From there I can only
imagine the hood 's astonishment and nervous doubt had they misunderstood? were they trying to be funny? And I can picture him and
his loose band of hyenic accomplices almost worrying enough to take
the backpacks and leave without the bikes. But eventually, with the

57

58

East of the River of Birds

help of signs and more high-pitched, frantic yelling, he made his point
clear (I doubt they got a language lesson and an explanation, "No,
actually I wanted your bicicletas. Chiva is only a slang term we use
here in the ghetto.") and made off with their bikes and their backpacks full of scriptures and color pictures of Joseph Smith and Jesus.
We always talked optimistically about how even a stolen Book of
Mormon might change a thief's heart and do some good. And I
believe Elder Gene R. Cook, who also served his mission in Uruguay,
even tells a story where that did actually happen. But I never heard
that story come true for the scriptures Haynie and Davis mistakenly
gave away to the thieves that night.

The Willow Tree Gang
Danubio/Hubble/Feb.9 5
One day, I was carrying Elder Kalu's video camera in my backpack as
Elder Hubble and I rode from one visit to another, filming Danubio
scenes, very near the Batlle encampment. We passed a group of shirtless youths sitting under a sickly willow tree in the shade, and one of
them motioned and called for us to stop. After reading about Haynie
and Davis's misfortune, you might expect I wo uld think twice about
stopping, but it was daytime and I wasn't thinking about being
robbed. Still, I could have known from all the other fabled robberies
that it wasn't a good idea.
I told Hubble, "Here, let's stop and see what they want. That's a
lot of char/as ."Thi s was shortly after the weekly required number of
street-contact "discussions" was changed to include every person
who li stened, whereas before that, a street meeting with hundreds of
people present would have counted as only one char/a. And you had
to get at least thirty per week. We were always getting our goals and
this opportunity was too good to pass up. We slowed down and cautiously stayed with our bikes. I made a quick pass with my eyes to
count our good fortune. There were fourteen young men. I smiled as
I asked the apparent leader, the one who had flagged us down, "How
are you doing? How can we help you?"
"You guys are from the religion, right?" he asked. His question
was as awkward in Spanish as it seems in English. He was a twentyyear-old vagabond with no shirt and torn blue jeans that were faded
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on the thighs. Here he was loitering with his friends, playing jokes and
cursing, but his interest seemed sincere.
"Yes," I answered, "We're missionaries from The Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter-day Saints." I paused and looked at Hubble, who
smiled and said, "We have a message about Jesus Christ Could we
share it with you?" He was getting much better with the language and
his boldness was always a great asset He stared them down hard
from behind his wire-rimmed glasses when he asked.
The leader turned for a second as if to consult with his gang, but
they only shrugged, a few of them, and he didn't say a word. When he
turned back to look at us, he answered, "Sit down."
His invitation seemed fr iendly enough, so we kicked back our
pedals to stand our bikes against the curb and had a seat at one end
of the crowd. All eyes were on us, and I suddenly remembered the
stories about thieves in Maronas and the fact that I had an expensive
video camera in my backpack. I made myself think hard so that I
would remember, don't open your backpack no matter what
Cars and lawnmowers nowadays have this problem worked out,
but it's still difficult to start a conversation right up without some
sort of primer. Especially when the conversation is so one-sided and
directed as are the char/as. I started off with the standard questions
to determine the depth of the water we were wading in. First the
harmless questions to get to know them, "Are you from around
here?"Yes. "How old are you all?" Ranging from seventeen to twentyfive. ''I'm twenty-three, and he's nineteen." I figured that was probably
enough, so I continued on to the ubicating quest ions, "Have you ever
talked to missionaries before?" No. "Have you heard anything about
our Church?" Not much. Okay, simpler, "Do you be lieve in God?"
Some yes, some unsure, some no and looking the other way or rolling
their eyes. It's difficult to cover all the bases, so I went with the right
answer, which is, "yes, I do believe in God."That makes it much easier.
I nodded to Hubb le and he began, "We also believe in God. He is our
Father. He is all powerful, knows everything ..."
The discussion continued more or less along the lines prescribed
in the booklet Hubble taught the first principle about God the
Father, then asked, "What do you think about God?" The leader
answered that he pretty much agreed with what Hubble said, and
some of the others nodded in agreement Others got up and left Still
others made sly comments about the Virgin and why they'd like to
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meet her more than they'd like to meet God.Those who were
attentive shouted back threats at the hecklers, threatening to shoot
them in the face and in other sensitive areas. Ignoring the opposition,
I plunged forward with a brief description of our Heavenly Father's
plan, and as it became obvious that we were planning to preach and
not just chat, the camp became more divided into those who listened, those who left, and those who jeered. One bold detractor
shouted out from the back, "You come from the United States, all rich
and handsome. What's God's plan for me, living in this hellhole?" I
told him, "He wants you to be happy and to return to live with him."
He mumbled something to a friend and they laughed. I thought about
my answer and felt disappointed in myself.
Because of that realization, and because Hubble was excitedly
varying his memorized message in a sincere attempt to actually teach
and converse instead of preaching, I began to talk more freely. I let
the group's misguided and sarcastic questions slip by with a chuckle,
but when one of them asked, "Where do you think we go after we
die?" I let it turn into a discussion. His friends did as much to answer
him as we did, and we all considered the possibility of mere wishing
and Pascal's wager for belief in God's existence as a way of convincing
him to believe in the afterlife. Pascal's argument is all but forgotten
nowadays, and he never had universal success with it anyway, but
here, at least, was one kid who got it.
On the one side, things were going well. The leader kept up with
a barrage of questions and somewhat managed to keep things settled
down otherwise. I didn't notice exactly when they came back, but the
crowd eventually grew back to its original size. I looked at their faces,
some interested and looking back at me, and some smiling and whispering things to their companions. For a second, I worried how we
could count the charla. We began with fourteen guys there, then it
went down to ten, and now it was back up again. But as soon as the
thought turned to me and my need to satisfy the number goal, I
squelched it. The thought was immediately replaced by a memory of
the old stories of how missionaries used to work- how the power
of the Spirit worked miracles through missionaries' words and whole
congregations and whole towns were baptized. I never really thought
it was possible, but if it happened with entire towns, I imagined it
might work out with just fourteen young men. My questions took on
a new urgency, and I lit up with a smile whenever they seemed to be
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getting closer to belief. When it came time to show them a copy of
the Book of Mormon, I even almost forgot and opened my backpack
to get it. Just in t ime, I remembered, then felt silly worrying about the
video camera, but asked Hubble to get a book out of his pack anyway. As we were showing the pictures and explaining the history of
the book I noticed a group in the back passing a shiny black object
from hand to hand and laughing. When one of them, a dark young
man with long curly hair tied back in a bandana, made a disparaging
remark, a skinny, stubble-faced weaselly boy jumped up with a small
black revolver in his hand and threatened, "Shut up or I'll put a bullet
in your face." He had his finger on the trigger, and the gun aimed at
the bandana kid, and his friends laughed like it was the regular routine.
I thought suddenly of the improbability of it all. The vision of our
fourteen friends clean shaven and dressed in white faded with the
crash of reality and the realization of the frailty of the human will to
change or to get out of a self-spiting, self-destroying situation. We
don't praise and honor great men because they do what everyone
else can do. Their achievements are superior acts of will, made from
conscious decisions and a directing force that comes from within. The
fact that it's precious comes from its rarity. Ever since I was young
and began paying a good deal of attention to the lyrics in Rush songs,
my philosophy has been shaped by rational Ayn Rand objectivism. The
reason her heroes shine and her ideal of man is so appealing is that
nobody reaches the level of constancy and discipline demanded by it.
But we all wish we could and it's easier to see the motes in others'
eyes than the beam in our own. So a book like The Fountainhead is
still a best seller among the very people it condemns. Peter Keating
himself probably bought the book.
Later, though it stil l happened during the brief time the weasel
boy held the gun to his friend's head, I worried about what they
might do to us with the gun. In that moment of disheartening realization and fear, I lost my faith. Not all of it, but the child-like faith that
our message could really get through, and these young men would
make the difficu lt decision to better the ir lives- that faith was gone. I
guess that's the problem with logic and rationality in the face of religion. And a nagging part of me wonders if it was me who caused our
message to fail.
From then, my mind was only focused on leaving. I fin ished what I
had to say, offered them a copy of the book, and Hubble invited them
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to church on Sunday. We didn't close with a prayer in the open air,
nor did we make an appointment to come back and see them. We
didn't even ask if they wanted to hear more. I had been watching and
thought I knew who had the gun, and I could almost be sure that half
of the gang would protect us if anything erupted, but I didn't want to
take the chance. I glanced back several times as we quickly rode away
after hand shakes and good-byes. They sat down again together and
leaned on a nearby wall and the interested leader and others who
listened were once again lumped into one big group with their
friends- discarded by the side of the road, under a scrawny willow
tree, in the shade.

The Bidet Towel
Colon/Gray/Mar.95
One afternoon after our lunch break, Elder Gray and I were rushing
to get out of the house, and for the first time, we shared the bathroom for teeth brushing and hand washing. The bathroom was typical of
its kind in Uruguay. It was a small, dark, neglected room at the back of
the house with a chipped and worn blue wooden door that hung
askew on its hinges and stuck against its frame when it was closed.
The room was lit from a small cantilever window high on the back
wall and a naked light bulb, whose switch was placed temptingly outside the door in the hallway. The bulb shone dimly from above the
stained mirror on the left wall.
I haven't yet been able to tap into the logic behind much of the
architecture in the country, though I suspect bathrooms may be
designed according to a money-saving refusal-to-advance mentality.
Gray tile lined the floor and walls up to a height of about two meters
as a protective barrier against the outbursts from the bent pipe sticking out of the wall which we used to bathe ourselves every morning.
The shower drain was built directly into the floor but it didn't get any
help from the floor's slant, and there was a long-handled squeegee at
hand to nudge the water on its way down the drain and out to the
street. The low-rider toilet sat directly in front of the shower pipe
and if it weren't for the plastic electric water heater that capped the
pipe and slowed down the water's flow to a peaceful cascade of drips
while it heated, you could probably sit on the "water" (that's what
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they called the toilet in Uruguay; imagine it pronounced "wah-tear")
and do your thing while you were washing your hair. I always wondered when I heard the Uruguayan word for "toilet" where it might
have come from. Somebody once told me it was a shortening of
"water closet," from the English who developed much of Montevideo
and whose railroad's black-and-yellow bee colors still adorn the uniforms of half of Uruguay's favorite professional futb61 team, Penarol.
I'm actually not even sure if "water closet" is a real British term, but it
sounds like something I might have heard, and I can imagine the word
in a British accent. Still, if the word for the john was somewhat of a
mystery, its friend and companion, the bidet- same word in Spanish ,
English, and, of course , French- had obvious origins.
Where the bidet might suggest good hygiene and a high-class
standard of living, most homes I checked out for this sort of thing had
a bidet, but not many were very hygienic or luxurious. Their popularity,
though, obviously had an adverse effect on the toilet paper industry
in the country, and all we could usually find was raspy greenish-brown
rolls that, we joked, must have been made from tree bark. I rarely
used the bidet in the homes I lived in, preferring a good chafing to
the unfamiliar. Mostly I had fiddled around with them just to see what
it was like, and ended up using the toilet paper to dry my rear end
after that anyway. I never questioned how other people might dry
themselves off and never imagined they might not use the toilet
paper.
When Elder Gray was done spitting his toothpaste lather into the
sink, he graciously stepped aside and I began to wash my hands.
Another of the architectural annoyances of Uruguay is that, possibly
to save money on materials, all bathroom sink faucets are extremely
short and barely extend past the sink's edge, affording no room for
your hands under the water. But by now, I had learned to contort my
fingers and direct the stream outward from the edge, and I could
wash quickly and enjoyably. I lathered up as best I could with the cold
water and hard soap and decided to wash my face too. The soap
nearly disappeared as my hands rubbed across my brow and cheeks,
but the water was cool and refreshing, and at least it rinsed away
some of the morning's sweat. Then I threw meager handsful of water
on my face with my right hand while I held my tie in my left to keep
it from slipping into the sink. When whatever soap I had gotten on
me was rinsed off, I made a habitual grab for the landlady's old green
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towel that was always hanging across the room on a rack. I perfunctorily dried my hands and as I lifted the towel to my face I heard a gasp
and a surprised, "No way!" I continued my motion and swept the
towel quickly from forehead to chin then looked up to see what was
the matter. Some delinquent water gathered on the tip of my nose
and I tried to blow it off. Before I could ask "What?" Elder Gray
mused, "You use that towel to dry your face?" with such an emphasis
on the word "face" that I knew something was up. "Yeah," I answered
casually. I couldn't guess what was wrong with me using the towel. He
continued, with a tone of disbelief, "That's the towel for the bidet!"
I can't tell if most people figure that sort of thing out for themselves, or if somebody else tells them earlier on, but I froze and
stared at the towel for a second, and for the first time noticed its
grungy discolorations and its position right next to the bidet, and
suddenly it all made sense. Elder Gray was telling the truth, and I felt
so stupid for never having realized it before. My mind flew back to
every house I had yet lived in in Uruguay. In every home the story
was the same. There was a landlady, a traditional, old Uruguayan
woman who I never saw buy toilet paper; there was a bidet next to
the toilet in the bathroom; and there was only one towel hanging
constantly in there- situated right next to the bidet. I cringed to
think of all the times I had washed my face and dried it off.
But at the same time, I realized that this was another case of
"what you don't know won't hurt you." Before the unfortunate realization, I never noticed any problems in my complexion and was never
able to smell my own face. The knowledge of the towel's purpose had
somehow worked retroactively and turned my stomach for all those
times I had unwittingly contaminated my face. But I never knew it
then. So, while I certainly stopped drying my face with the towel that
was meant for my butt, I felt a little, in a petty way, like Bob Seger,
running against the wind and singing "I wish I didn 't know now what I
didn't know then."
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Rebirth
Melody McGrath
The fire on the mountain spreads faster each day.
Each day sharpened fingers of flame
catch hold in the wrinkles of
the mountain face
and grow like hair,
sprouting thick above the eyes now.
Within minutes, a vagabond blaze
blackens the tall, thin spires
of a pine tree,
and the pine humbles,
bows its head low.
By Sunday, everything
will be seared and crumpled;
we will walk amid
the vapors,
rubbing our hands and
preparing to work a miracle .

"R1~HT in here," the nurse said.
"Doctor Sorenson will be with you
soon." And she left.
Kyle would not usually have
ex a m i n e d th e s m a 11 off i c e as h e
entered it. Twelve doctors, thirty-seven
surgeries, and sixty-three consultations
had long ago convinced him that one
professional's abode was more or less
like another's.
When Kyle was four years old,
doctors terrified him. He remembered
the bushy eyebrows and deep-set eyes
of Dr. Rells, his first surgeon. When
Dr. Rells delivered the anesthetic
before the first operation, Kyle had felt
like the victim of a mad scientist about
to perform an experimental surgery.
He was afraid he would wake up and
find that his brain had been removed
by accident.
By age nine Kyle had changed
surgeons five times. Names and introductions slipped past him unnoticed,
and his emotional response to surgery
changed from trepidations to disinterest to annoyance. His scars multiplied
more quickly than the candles on his
birthday cakes.
Kyle's friends soon lost interest in
the story behind each new bandage
and suture. Hi s enemies made fun of
them. The schoo l bully liked to knock
him down and poke at the fleshy
lumps growing on his back. Kyle's private vision of hell looked like a middle
schoo l locker room.

The Man
Who

Murdered
Himself
Nancy Owens
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I The Man Who Murdered Himself
Once he had been proud of his deformities, now he despised
them. The malformed right hand that the most expensive surgeries
could not repair, the ever-so-slight limp when he walked because
bone surgery left one leg sli ghtly shorter than the other, the fleshy
purplish bag of flesh on his left side that the doctors had not yet
removed- these were the devils that tormented him night after night.
Sometimes the tumors on his nerves pinched so tightly he could not
walk, but it was not the pain that kept him from sleeping on hot summer evenings. It was the specter he saw in the mirror.
The night before his twelfth birthday he got out of bed at 2 A .M.
He stood in front of the full length mirror on his bedroom door for
three hours, staring at the discolored landscape that should have been
a human chest. Hundreds of spongy, cauliflower-shaped tumors poked
from beneath his flesh. Most of the lumps were the size of a marble,
but some were as large as golf balls. Scattered on the skin between
the tumors were dark brown patches on his flesh. They were called
"cafe au lait" spots: the trademark symptom of neurofibrom atosis.
That night Kyle did not consider suicide. But he smashed the mirror
and went to bed with his fists still bloody.
His condition grew worse with the passing years. The doctors
burned off the tumors, but like warts, they grew back in greater numbers. Scoliosis set in, hunching Kyle's back despite the body brace he
wore for three years. The correction of bone deformities in his skull
created permanently bald areas on his head- hair regrowth was
barred by scar tissue. Surgery decreased the bulbous size of his right
hand but left it twisted and only slightly usable.
When he was seventeen, he dug through his mother's drawers
until he found all of his baby pictures. He burned them.
Kyle wore corrective shoes for his limp and a hairpiece to cover
the bald spots. Monthly visits to the dermatologist made his face
look, if not beautiful, at least nearly normal. He carefully selected
clothing to conceal the worst of his tumors, and he kept his hands in
his pockets most of the time.
He plowed his way through college by sheer willpower and a
sizable loan from his parents, landed a job in an accounting firm, and
built up some semblance of a normal life. But he often caught clients
watching him from the corners of their eyes, as though they were
trying to figure out what was odd about his gait or the shape of his
face. Or why he always seemed reluctant to shake hands.
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No, on a usual day, for a usual consultation, Kyle would not have
stopped to examine Dr. Sorenson's office. But this was not his annual
medical evaluation or even one of his frequent pre-surgery consultations. For the first time in his life, Kyle would meet a doctor who
could talk to him, not about a treatment, but about a cure.
So he studied the tiny room intently.
The desk was small and completely bare. Kyle suspected its drawers
had never been opened. Beside the desk was a small garbage can,
empty except for a single gum wrapper. Apparently Dr. Sorenson used
this office only for formal meetings.
Right then, a small, balding man trundled through the door. He
carried a briefcase in one hand and a stack of papers in the other.
Pens and pencils jabbed from all available pockets of his blue scrubs,
and a pair of glasses dangled by a cord around his neck. He maneuvered
his way around to the back of the desk, plopped the papers on it, and
began shuffli ng through them.
"You must be Mr. Waterby," the man said without looking at Kyle,
''I'm Dr. Sorenson. Do sit down." Kyle eased into the chair and winced
as his right leg gave a stab of pain. He tried to shift the leg to a more
comfortable position as the doctor arranged his papers.
"Well," Dr. Sorenson said at last, "you are certainly the most
dramatic case of neurofibromatosis I have ever seen."
Kyle frowned. He'd heard that from at least eleven experts. They
ought to put that in a medical textbook somewhere: Kyle Ameus
Waterby, the most dramatic case of neurofibromatosis si nce the
Elephant Man.
"Quite frankly, it's amazing you're sti ll alive," the doctor continued .
"According to your file, you've had three neurofibromas removed from your
crania l nerves, and there are two more growing on your spine. Your last
tissue samp le indicates that they have become malignant- "
"If you are trying to tell me I'm dying, I' ve known that since I
was ten."
"No, not at all. As I said in my letter, I think I have developed a
method that can cure you- no more tumors, no more scoliosis, no
more scars ...."
Kyle leaned forward, "How?"
"What do you know about molecular replication?"
"Nothing specific-the scanner dissects an object molecule by molecule , and the replicator reproduces the item from the scanned data."
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"That's right," Dr. Sorenson said, nodding, "but did you also know
that the scanned data can be altered- modified before the replication takes place/ I can take an apple, for example, and remove the
seeds. I can take a rat, infect it with cancer, then scan it and remove
the cancer before replicating it. I've taken rodents with leukemia,
heart disease, and broken bones and made healthy replicas from
them. I've changed the color of their fur and performed optical
surgery- all with replication."
"Are you saying you can scan me, and then rebuild me without
the disease!"
Dr. Sorenson nodded.
"Why haven 't I heard of this before!"
"Well, it's extremely risky. My success rate with rats has been
only twenty-two percent. And until now, replication has been a oneshot deal: The scanning process used to completely destroy the
original subject. Plus, even a minute error could cause the replication to be unstable, even if no modifications were made to the
scanned data."
"You sa id 'until now.' What changed/"
"A new technique has just been developed: a way to scan the
subject non-destructively. Do you see what this means! Now, if there
is an error in the first scan, we can simply make a second, or a
third- whatever is required."
Kyle's face remained expressionless, but his fingers tapped
excitedly on his knee. "How much will it cost!"
"Well .. .'' Dr. Sorenson started to reach for his notebook but
changed his mind and scratched the bridge of his nose instead, "You
should know that what I'm proposing is ... well, it's entirely illegal."
"If it can cure diseases in rats, why couldn't it be used on
humans, tool"
"Replication frightens people, and because, well it can be ...
messy.The failures were ... drastically unpleasant. Missing neurons,
chemical imbalances- a single mistake in the scanning process can be
incapacitation or even fatal to the subject. The new non-destructive
scanning minimizes the risks, but the ethics of the entire procedure
are still debatable. And human replication has been illegal since the
technology's development."
Kyle folded his arms across his chest, and cringed as they jostled
a tender tumor. "I'll risk what's left of my body if I want to!"
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"I assure you, I am quite willing to perform the procedure,"
Dr. Sorenson said calmingly, "I have access to a research replicator in
Connecticut, but it's expensive to operate, and there's no way to
apply for a research grant under these circumstances. If you could pay
the expenses, I would gladly donate my services in the interest of, ah,
scientific research."
Kyle thought of his parent's summer home in California, the last
remnant of his once substantial inheritance. He had sunk the rest of
his parents' money into operations and medication, but the summer
home he had kept tucked away. He'd always meant to visit it ...
"I can give you two hundred thousand dollars," he said.
Dr. Sorenson spent almost a year preparing to perform the replication.
The summer house had to be sold, and Dr. Sorenson had to find an
expert on neurofibromatosis who was willing to work on the quasilegal project. Together they pored over Kyle 's x-rays, MRls, tissue
samples, and other medical records. They plotted, graphed, planned,
and ran data through computer simulations of the replication process.
Dr. Sorenson grew more and more excited as the day of replication
drew nearer.
Kyle, on the other hand, became increasingly withdrawn. He
looked at his lumpy body in the mirror every morning and hated it.
He stared at his hands folded in his lap, the nearly-normal digits of
the left hand eclipsed by the overgrown distorted flesh of his right
appendage, and he hated them. Like a convalescent loathes his wheelchair or an athlete resents his leg brace, Kyle despised his body. He
imagined it was a cast, a repulsive outer shell waiting to be shucked
off at the earliest convenience.
He brooded over the approaching replication date. Each morning
meant nothing to him except that there was one le ss night separating
him from his liberation. He grew inefficient at work. His supervisor
threatened to fire him, so he quit. He had already made plans to move
anyway. He wou ld rent a condo in Florida or in New Mexico, somewhere far away from everyone who ever knew him, ever knew he was
disfigured. His friends would never know how he had changed; the
government would never know. He would shuck off his name as he
would shuck off his skin, and he would emerge as ... someone else.
And there it was- the heart of Kyle's anxiety. Without his shell,
without the bags and the tumors and the scars criss-crossing him like
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some perverted rendition of Frankenstein, who was he? He did not
like to think about it. So he brooded and listened as the wall clock
ticked off the seconds, the hours, the days.
And then, the day arrived. As he stared at the replicator's scanning
machine, Kyle thought it looked like nothing more than a blank wall
with a person-sized hole in it. He climbed onto the sliding bed and
looked sideways at the wall's maw. Kyle tried to tell himself that this
was nothing new, that it was like taking a CAT scan ... except that he
would stay there for at least three days. Kyle's heart began to pound
as Dr. Sorenson hooked him up to several machines. He flinched as
the IV poked into his arm, even though he had grown used to such
accout1·ements long ago.
"Everything feel alright?" Dr. Sorenson asked, "Ok then, lie down."
Kyle did, and the doctor released a clamp on the IV. "Remember,"
he said, "the medication will inhibit your motor control. Don't let it
worry you-you' ll only be conscious for a few seconds after your full
body functions stop. Just relax, feel the medicine seep in, and let it
go ..."
Dr. Sorenson was still talking, but Kyle stopped paying attention.
He felt the fluid from the IV running up his arm, half-tickling and halfburning as it passed. A few moments later he fe lt detached from his
body. He could stil l feel, could still hear and see, but he had no control of his muscles. Like those lucid moments halfway between sleep
and waking, he could sense the waking world but could not interact
with it.
The feeling of disembodiment was frightening. Kyle began to
panic, but forced himself to remember Dr. Sorenson's patient explanation that the medicine was necessary, that his body must remain
absolutely still during the scanning process. Only his brain would
remain active, trapped in a state of semi-sleep that had no memory
of time, so the machine could scan his brain patterns and replicate
them along with the rest of his body.
He felt his breathing stop, and heard a slight buzz as a nearby
machine took over the task of oxygenating his blood. Another machine
began to pump his blood through his body as his heartbeat slowed to
a stop. He felt himse lf drop into darkness.
Kyle could not say how long he drifted like a man on the edge of
sleep, sometimes floating to the top of his dream world but never
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quite escaping it. Eventually, the blank gray of the replicator's scanning
chamber was replaced by the white walls of a recovery room . Kyle's
eyes were half open, and he could just see the door from the corner
of his eye. Sometimes Dr. Sorenson would enter through the door,
and check the status of the machines humming all around him. When
that happened, Kyle tried to move. Most of the time he could not
make his body obey, but occasionally he found he could twitch his fingers, or swallow, or track Dr. Sorenson's blue-clad form with his eyes.
But one of these times, Dr. Sorenson entered the room followed
by another person.
" ... not sure this is a good idea," Dr. Sorenson was saying, his
voice ringing clear in Kyle's ears. Into the room came- Kyle. Kyle
stared at the tall figure as if he were watching his reflection in some
divine mirror. The hair was full, the face fully shaped, the right hand
was small with the fingers separated .The man-who-was-not-him
strutted into the room like a god, and stared in revulsion at Kyle, misshapen and motionless on the bed.
The stranger with Kyle's face looked at Kyle for a long time. Kyle
tried to speak, but he could not make his lungs and vocal chord work.
He felt his lips open and close limp ly. The man-who-was-not-Kyle
swallowed and turned pale.
"Get rid of it," he whispered. His voice sounded strangled.
"Wait- are you sure?" Dr. Sorenson asked. "I want to keep it for
at least a few more days, until we're sure you won't deve lop unexpected complications. Besides, the research value-"
"Just get rid of it," the stranger interrupted as he left the room.
Furious, Kyle tried to speak, to move, to ask what that impostor
was doing parading around in the perfect body meant for him. His
eyes squinted. His fingers twitched , but Dr. Sorenson either did not
see or did not wish to see. The doctor looked at the door and gave a
sigh. Then, he reached over and shut down the life support machines
and disconnected the IV. As he left the room, he turned off the light.
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A Farmer at Confession
Ji m Ri chards
Well , what would you do, Father,
if sinking your shovel into a potato field
you struck metal , and bending down
you uncovered a sword, crumbling with rust?
And you've got sweat burning your eyes
when you see this man, and somehow
you know he's left-handed
and he's got a scar under his eye
real shiny pink, like a pig's snout.
I'm thinking "does he want this sword or what7"
so I drop it and go back to diggingI've got kids, you know, two sons
and a daughter, Kate. Anyway,
I turn a few more piles of earth
and the heat is coming down real hard
when I find another sword, so heavy
I can't lift it. And "what time is it?"
I'm thinking as I squint at the sun
and see some giant-sized man
with hair like fur and real small ears.
So small, I know he can't hear the screams.
Thousands of them, buried so long
they're black from reflecting the earth.
What would you do, press a blade
to your ear and listen for the roar?
Would you look up to see who
was watching? No Sir. When everything
has gone to dust except lingering blades
that can't resurrect, like spirits stuck
somewhere between hell-fire and the sun,
you bury them, Father, beneath the mounds
of the quiet earth and walk away.
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My Father, Keeping the Backyard
Shannon Castleton
With the lump in his back there's more
to think about. My father, still
in a wicker lawn chair, scans his aspens
and thinks of morning- of the smooth blade
opening his new scar for the second time in May.
When I visit like th is, he corners me
with endings, says he's ten years
past the age his father reached
when a '62 Chevy split him wide
against a blunt curb. Two days later
the town mortician, tonic-haired
and grey-suited, shook my sixteenyear-old father's hand. He said,
"We almost couldn't view your dad
he was torn so bad. But I wrapped
his side with the same stuff
the ladies save Sunday dinner in .
Some days all you can do is keep
these bodies together."
Of course my fat her has become
the mortician. Each time he performs him
the last words change. Tonight
it was blood, the thin wrap seeping,
and, "The inside always wants out."
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Later, viewing my father
from the slidin g glass door,
I know the mortician is who he believes.
Even with my mother, brown-legged
and deep in her tomatoes, fuchsia nodding
from their pots on the deck, promising
love in each round flower, he dreams
his way out. Lips straight, a long finger
circling the chilled rim of a juice glass,
he eyes this yard till dark. When he creeps
to the house I can't tell his arms
from the warm, rich black.
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--,-bench was cold. Red carnations
sprouted from a worn stone pot on
one end, and I slouched against my
pack at the other. It was nine-thirty,
about the time my friends the Houdin s
were supposed to get home from
church activities in Montpellier, a college town in the south of France. They
didn't know I was coming.
At the front of the house was a
wrought-iron gate. I jumped it after
a hitch from a guy going directly to
Castlenau-le-les. He said that I was the
first Mormon he had ever met, though
he had often seen them on TV And
the fact that I was Canadian, not
American, added to a general awe
which I admittedly enjoyed. He had a
round face and bright eyes, and I really
felt that picking up strangers wasn't
something he did everyday. At least
that's the only way that it made sense
to me .
I had been lying propped against
my pack for twenty minutes when the
gate opened the first time. I wasn't
expecting the branch president to
come walking up. I was half-asleep, and
I know he recognized me. I served as a
missionary in the Montpellier branch
for five months a year before. It was
my last area. He couldn't remember my
name, and he covered his hands when
he talked. He came to drop off some
items left from a camping trip in
Ardeche that the youngest of the
Houdins, Augustin, had forgotten. I was
talking to him when the gate opened

lHE

Saupe de
Poisson
Eric Freeze

80

I

Soupe de Po isson

the second time. It was the Houdins. I remember they were happy to
see me.
As a missionary, I first met the Houdins at church one Sunday in
March. I had just been transferred to Montpellier and was introduced
to them by my companion- a missionary whom I had known since
the MTC. Specifically, I remember meeting Mathilde Houdin. She was
light complexioned and had bleached blonde hair and would playfully
hit people when she talked. I remember her because she didn't hit
me, just asked me how I was doing. She had four children: Roman,
Samuel, Gisele, and Augustin. Roman was not living at home and was
to be married in a month. Samuel was on a mission. Gisele had just
graduated from the "fac," similar to high school, and would eventually
go to Utah the following year to learn English-the same time that I
would be going to BYU. Augustin, the youngest, was obnoxiously
funny and often went tracting with the missionaries.
I don't know exactly how my companion and I ended up getting
to know them better. I know they invited us over to eat every
Sunday. She would make soupe de poisson, and we would eat cheese.
They had a nice apartment in a small town not far from Montpellier
called Carnot-les-plages, where they had moved after their father
died. Their father had been a physician, and they had lived comfortably in a large villa in Bordeaux. Their new apartment reflected the
furnishings of this larger villa- their lavish meuble a fa~ade of a less
austere life when they lived in Bordeaux, had two cars, and didn't
worry about money.
We started teaching Sister Houdin's parents after the long
Sunday dinners we had in their home. While the rest of the children
went out to play volleyball on the beach, we lingered to teach them
both about the gospel. Sister Houdin was excited to see her parents
discussing religion so openly; it had been a source of friction ever
since the missionaries first started coming to their home when she
was a teenager. Though her parents were never baptized, we found
they enjoyed learning about the Church- to know why their daughter was baptized (wasn't a Catholic baptism enough?) and why she
was happy even after her husband died. We also loved coming over
to teach because it gave us more time to be with the Houdins. Often
after teaching, we would join the children on the beach and play mock
games of soccer or volleyball. Sometimes, those Sunday afternoons
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would turn into evenings or nights: the Houdins would also invite us
over during the week for special occasions: a birthday, holidays, sometimes just to spend time when they wanted company. By the time I
finished my mission, my companion and I considered them our
family- or we told ourselves they were. That was the only way we
could see things clearly- we had both been away from home for
almost two years, and this was the first time either of us felt so readily accepted by a family. Her soup, the cheese, grandparents, gospel,
and the beach all became part of a familial collage we had been
searching for during our missions. We were close and had already
started planning time together for the next year, when we would all
return for the summer and Bastille Day- not as missionaries, just as
her kids.
The first bise was uncomfortable. Mathilde hadn't seen me for a year,
and we hadn't really written much: I always assumed that since I was
coming back, it didn't matter I hadn't written. We could cover the
whole year when I got there, and I always felt it was better in person.
I called them at Christmas and for birthdays- wasn't that enough?
Her daughter was at school with me- I saw her almost every week,
so I didn't think anything was wrong when Mathilde scolded me for
not writing. Everything that had happened over the last year, for me,
was everything that had happened with them. I still felt so necessarily
connected with their lives, and the memory of the apartment, the
meals, and the discussions were a part of me . But it was uncomfortable when she bised me.The way she formed her lips and kissed the
air- and her cold cheek when she asked me why I hadn't shaved in
the last few days. "I've been travelling," I said, then told them how I
met a nice man in the neighborhood who had given me a ride and
knew where avenue de trident was because he lived a couple blocks
away, and was going there anyway, how it was blessedly coincidental,
and weren't they glad to see me anyway? She still thought I could've
shaved.
When the branch president left, closing the wrought-iron gate
behind him, Mathilde shooed me inside along with Augustin. They
were in a house now. She had found a job and was finally able to pay
for something that could accommodate friends and relatives. It was
not far from her other house, still near Montpellier, but in a more
residential area. Most of what was in the house I still recognized. The

I

81

82

I

Soupe de Poisson

meuble was the same- large, dark finished cabinets, and armoirs.
They were beautiful, but not perfect. Pock marks from termites a few
years ago scarred their surface, but just on the bottom, under the finish. She had bought a new kitchen table, larger than the first, and she
had a set of chairs that I thought was new, but they were actually her
older chairs, recovered with red cloth and brass studs. I walked on
the Turkish throw rug they had had in their living room in Castlenau. I
took off my shoes, gripped it through my socks. I spread my feet a
shoulder widths apart and started talking to Mathilde.
"Comme tu es mince! You 're thinner now. Haven't you been eating
anything?" she said.
"I just haven't had anyone stuffing soup de poisson down me
every time I turn around," I said. She gave me a curious glance- looking first at my backpack, then at the frayed cuffs of the coat I had
bought when we were in centreville in spring a year ago. She looked
at my boots, then my face.
"It's funny, I still want to call you Elder."
I stayed with the Houdins for about a week. Two of those days she
took off work, and three Augustin skipped school to stay with me. I
felt that they felt obligated to spend time with me, and I was never
entirely comfortable with that. Mathilde had worked hard to acquire
what she could, to provide a place, things, and room for her children.
We talked often about the "Celebration of Music" holiday when my
companion would show up as well, and we would all leave for
Montpellier to watch different groups perform in cramped cobblestone streets, playing music with instruments, hands, and voices. But
my stay there wasn't summed up in anticipatory events- it was the
reality of being a stranger in a strange country among people who
claimed to be family to me. I realized that even though we both claimed
this bond openly, I was still being looked at, questioned, watched.
That weekend, the Houdins invited the missionaries over for dinner.
We didn't have soupe de poisson like when I was on my mission, but
an easier hamburger and pasta dish. I asked Sister Houdin why, to
which she replied, "Je n'ai plus le temps." With her job and church
responsibilities she didn't have time to make it anymore. In fact, she
hadn't made soupe de poisson since we left over a year ago. It was
also the first time in a year that the Houdins had invited the missionaries over. I knew one of the missionaries fairly well- he was in my
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zone before I finished my mission and was always a good missionary:
hardworking, jovial, and open. While they were there, I felt different
than I had during the past week. I was comfortable, relaxed. The
house and the family were again a part of me, flowing through me.
The summer table on the patio where we sat was white and sturdy,
nicked on the edges from being so long folded up in the corner of an
apartment. It had been left out the same way the missionaries had- put
aside for the right occasion. We talked. One of the elders asked me
what it was like to come back and visit people in areas where I had
served.
" It's great," I replied.
"I'm hoping to do the same thing next summer," one said.
"It's worth it," I said.
I looked at Mathilde. She was smiling. If she had been wearing a hat, it
would have been white, broad-brimmed.
" It's hard to see people leave," she said.
"That's why I came back."
"Sometimes I wonder, though, if it's really good to get close to
people. I mean really close. Because then when they leave you start
playing like they're still there, and then when they're not ... well, it's
just confusing."
"What do you mean?" I said. Getting close to peop le seemed to
me to be exactly what life was about. Wasn't that why I was here,
why I was dipping my straw in my glass of ice water on this white
table on the patio7 Now, today, with these people?
"I don't know. I mean, when you two left, it was hard. Too hard.
Maybe if we hadn't got so close, it wouldn't be so difficult. If I had
distanced myself a bit, or if we had distanced ourselves a bit, then
maybe none of that anxiety would've really had to happen- whether
or not I would ever see you again, or if you would come back,
whether or not it would be the same."
She was still smiling, but not coyly or without looking at me. The
missionaries were also looking at me. They had heard the story
before: how when we left, she was depressed and wanted her "children" back. She always said we were like her children. To me that was
endearing, meaningful: belonging to someone else in another country
like I had been born there, crawled on their furniture and sat at their
table, put my clothes neatly in an armoir on grey wire hangers in my
room down the hall. She said that we were like that to her, and I felt
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it. I had reached a point where I felt our lives were completely in
common, where we had become family. Now I couldn't see how
someone would rather it hadn't happened.
"Do you really think it would've been better if ..."
"If what?"
"Well, if we hadn't ever met each other, helped your grandparents
and everything."
"No, it just would've been easier."
At this point, one of the missionaries broke in, talking quickly.
"I think that's why many of the missionary rules are there- so
separation is easier. I know in my last area, since the members
knew that we couldn't write after we left, and since we weren't
allowed to call or anything, it made it easier to get to know other
m1ss1onaries."
"We didn't break mission rules, though," I said.
"Well, I guess separation is always difficult," he said.
My hands were cold. I had been playing with my glass of ice
water, not thinking . The patio was still white with the sun, and we had
finished our meal. I wiped my plate clean with a snub of bread, then
carried it over to the sink inside where I washed it and my solitary
fork and knife, then left them gleaming to dry. That night, I decided
that I needed to see some of my other friends.
I left the follow ing afternoon, and promised to return before next
week for the "Celebration of Music." My old companion had not yet
called or told anyone anything, but we knew he was still planning on
coming. It didn't take me long to gather my things- most of them
stayed deep in my backpack. As a guest, I had tried to be meticulous,
not leaving anything out for fear I would infringe on their hospitality.
That morning, I cleaned the kitchen and bathroom.
When I left, I didn't expect the trip to be as long as it was. I took
the bus to the train station, then waited for my train, only to find out
that the trains were on strike. I was rerouted on a regional train leaving in a couple hours. When I eventually got to Marseille, I was tired,
bought a box of french pattiseries at a station bakery, and ate all
three of them sitting in a corner between a magazine store and some
restrooms.
I saw three good friends in Marseille- one of whom I had helped
teach. Every one of them was happy and flattered I would see them.
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I called, dropped in, and left feeling good, like I had reminded them of
something. But I wasn't as close to any of them as I had been with
the Houdin family.
I returned to see the Houdins the following week. I admit I hadn't
called ahead of time- I mean, I did say when I would be there, but
I didn't give them a day's notice- just called them before I got on my
train. I had used up my phone card the day before trying to figure out
how to call home to Canada to let my parents know I was O.K., and
I didn't immediately have any other money. I wasn't at all prepared for
what I heard.
"Well, I'm not really sure we have any room for you."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, Roman and Valerie are coming tonight, and I think they'll
be staying in the room you were in. Plus Augustin might have some
friends over. Sorry."
"O.K.," I said, "I'll try to work something else out."
This initial rejection started a long series of phone calls and
curt, very polite conversations- all refusing my company. Mathilde
never gave any explanation for her rejections- to her, there just
wasn't any room for me: not on a bed, on the floor, or even
outside .
I was on a bench the next day, eating. I bought a baguette and cheese
from a small corner store that wrapped everything in brown paper,
then found a bench near a fountain and took off my boots. There was
a market that day-a weekly event which always generated crowds of
interesting people. I watched the yellow stands of fruit, dark nuts, and
olives, and the man selling mushrooms who always wore a brown
cardigan, even when it was warm enough that most other people
were in shorts. All of the scents and scenes reminded me so much of
my mission: the way we would go whizzing by on our mountain bikes,
having just enough time to catch a whiff of garlic or chestnuts roasted
by a street vendor.
Through the surging marketplace, a man walked up to me. He
carried a boxy tape recorder with myriads of black, white-lined knobs
along the side.
"Could you tell us about the first time you fell in love?" he asked .
My green hiking boots were also set up against the bench, and my
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feet were naked, ready to jump into my open-toed sandals I had
retrieved from th e depths of my pack.
"The first time I fell in love?"
"Yes," he sa id . "What was it like? Where was it? Were you
immediately attracted to her7"
The man's tie dangled near my face, and he held the mike up under
my chin. I wondered why his top button was undone. He had hairy
arms and his sh irt was tucked ruthlessly into his pants, making hi s
tweed slacks seem bigger than they really were. He wore them high,
over a modest belly.
"I don 't know what to tell," I said. " I mean, I have been in love
before."
The man started recording. I suddenly wanted to slam my feet
into my sanda ls, and walk somewhere- just do something. But it
was sunny, and in the park there was a fountain, and I had found an
un-occupied bench. I was alone under a tree in the sun which sat
like a bright Buddha on a cloud. The man nodded at me to keep
talking.
"We ll , I met her during school in the United States," I said. "I t was
a private school, and I met her during a Hula exposition from the
Polynesian club. I remember her because she didn't like pizza. They
had pizza at the Hul a thing, and she wouldn't eat any of it I didn't ask
her out until the second semester, because I didn't feel that we knew
each other we ll enough."
"So it wasn't love at first sight?"
"Not exactly. I think I was immediately attracted to her, but I don't
remember actu all y thinking I was in love. No, I suppose it wasn't"
"So what did it feel like being in love? Were you instantly filled
with passion? Did you do anything drastically romantic for her7 Did
you ever write her a love poem or sing to her?" H e was staring at me
now, and he talked fast
"I don 't know," I sai d. "We were rea ll y good friends. I felt more of
a comfort than any passionate fire sort of feeling. I suppose I did
romantic things for her, but I don't think that they were really outlandish. I wanted to write her a poem once, but she was too much of
a friend, and I don't think I' ve ever sung anyth in g that didn't scare
anyone. It wasn't very mushy, does that make sense?"
" Yes," he said, then lowered the microphone and adjusted a knob
on the recorder. "Thanks for yo u time."
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When he left, I was expecting to feel relief, but instead I felt
cheated. The man had not wanted a description of platonic love, but
something more deeply passionate, drastic. I began to question
whether or not I had been in love, or whether or not I even really
knew what the concept of real caring, real basic love for a neighbor
or for a good friend would entail. My behavior made it apparent that
my perception of the whole relationship with the Houdins had been
inherently one-sided; I would only care for people as I wanted to be
cared for. I didn't want outlandish displays of affection because they
made me feel uncomfortable- probably because I wasn't willing to
do the same for others. I didn't think I needed to love with everything that I had, regardless of whether or not it was reciprocated,
regardless of hatred, scorn, or negative feelings.
The marketplace was now vibrant. People were bright slashes of
reds and oranges, surrounding stands of fruit, bending down like they
were bowing, praying. They existed to me only as I existed to
them- watching them watching me. I had come to the marketplace
and found a bench and sat so it was all mine- so no one could sit
next to me, bother me. My father told me once that life was an
exercise in empathy. What he said now made sense- love people
completely, the way they would be loved, a way they understood. I
reworked the conversation that I had had with Mathilde and the missionaries. "Would it had been better if ..." I heard myself saying. "No,
it just would've been easier." Mathilde thought it would've been easier because I wouldn't love her and her family back in the same
unconditional way she cared about me. She was experiencing sorrow- I was only willing to do as much as I would require from
someone who I thought cared about me. It would've been easiernot because she didn't care, or thought that people shouldn't get to
know each other, but because people don't always love back unconditionally. People leave, forget, stop sending letters because they
think those left behind will understand. "Love one another, as I have
loved you." I stuffed my feet in my sandals, strapped on my backpack and headed to a telephone.
The next week was interesting. Mathilde eventually accepted my
apologies and invited me over for dinner. I called well in advance to
let her know when I was coming, and reevaluated my criticisms, my
feelings I had the first time.
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When I got there, the table was already set, and it was sunny,
reflecting from silverware like wind chimes. We had soupe de poissonmade fresh.
The next day we sat again on the patio, this time near a small fountain in the yard. Augustin and Gisele had gone shopping and Mathilde
had been complaining about the branch, how she wanted to meet
someone, remarry, but how it was so hard to find a good member of
the Church like her husband.
"I know you'll find someone," I teased.
"But when? I'm already fifty. I don't like being alone."
"What do your kids feel about you getting remarried?"
"Well, I know it would be hard for some of them. Gisele- well,
she was always attached to her father. She takes more after him than
me, you know."
"Why, what was he like?"
"Oh- he was a good man. Sporty, hardworking, and caring when
he wanted to be. But I never really felt that he was the right person
for me . I don't know why, but after I married him, I felt I might've
made a mistake. Does that bother you?"
"Not really, but I guess it seems strange . You have a wonderful
family."
"I know. Yes. I know." She paused and looked at the fountain and
threw a franc she had kept in hidden in her lap. She tossed one to me.
"Don't ever tell my children, though. It's not like I didn't love him.
I mean - I really did love him - I still do. Sometimes I wonder if he
was right, though. I do love him."
"Of course you do," I said, then threw my franc into the fountain.
It was hard for me to understand the amount of sorrow this woman
was willing to experience, and how she could be the way she wasloving, but wondering always if others shared that love as completely
as she was willing to share it. I watched my franc sink like a bright
Star of David to the bottom of the fountain. I remember wishing only
one thing: that she would be happy.

Pica
l<rista Halverson
This eighth month I have been painting women. Gesture
juncture, profiles next to apples, in poses that embarrass
Me. This one cracks her knuckles on the back of her neck, stares
Like the plump sister in another wash- arm raised overhead
Like a crescent roll. Same skin
Slipping over her jaw, same monochrome and glaze,
Poised, like she could never think of breathing.
My doctor tells me to explore, play music, buy yellow-for a boy
Or a girl. Explains why I hold mouths full
Of soil, bite my tongue until my eyes run,
And take small swallows of warm grit. She calls this Pica,
Which condition bothers women, mainly. She knows
A woman whose husband found her digging clay
From under a cold rock; she ate the roots of her Geraniums.
The hair on this girl looks like roots. She smells like me, like paint
And that hole in the wood floor where the oil drains.

Alyssa Dick
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pub where I was drinking with a
group of Brits and Egyptians one foggy
autumn evening in 199 I in Aberdeen,
Scotland, used to be a church. The
ornately carved wooden preacher's
pulpit still stood high on the right side
of the nave. But now the pulpit con tained a mixing board, three spinning
record turntables, and a grinning black
Rastafarian D. J. with long dreadlocks
and a large Jamaican hat. Bob Marley
was pounding out of the speakers and
reverberating off of the grey granite
walls. The music became a cacophony.
No one seemed to mind. The pews
had been removed to make space for
tables, chairs, and a dance floor. The
bar stood in place of the altar. Where
the crucifix of Jesus Christ, King of the
Jews, should have been hanging, there
was, instead, a huge mirrored sign
advertising "Budweiser- King of
Beers." Despite the high vaulted ceiling, cigarette smoke was thick. It was
crowded. The women there were all
typically Scottish-ugly, with bad teeth
and short, stocky legs.
Ian, Kieran, and I were sitting at a
table where the first row of pews
should have been. We were ignoring
the Egyptians. A barmaid came over
and asked us what we wanted. She
looked at my e leph ant ski n cowboy
boots and Wrangler shirt and asked
me if I wanted a Budweiser, and tried
to pronounce "Budweiser" with an
American accent. I ordered an lrn -Bru,
an orange-colored but rusty-tasting
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Scottish soda pop. Ian and Kieran, my two friends, ordered
Glenfiddich neat
We were all taking a three-week course to familiarize ourselves
with a new drilling tool our company had developed. Our company, a
large American oilfield service company, had its eastern hemisphere
office in Aberdeen, and engineers from al l over the hemisphere were
se nt here to train on the new equipment. This new tool was used for
measuring the angle and direction of the drill bit, and it gave the data
while drilling. It was cutting-edge technology. Some of the components were the same as those used in the Cruise Missile. I had
learned more about the inclinometer s and magnetometers than I
had really wanted to know, but it really was an interesting course.
I had become good friends with Ian and Kieran. Kieran was an
Irishman who was based in Saudi Arabia. Ian was the instructor, and
today was his last day at the school. He would be leaving for the Far
East the next morning.
" I'll miss you two," Ian said, "but it's good riddance to our teatowel-headed friends. Present company excepted, of course, but this
was the thickest bunch of engineers I've ever taught I can understand
that there might have been some language problems, but we used
Arabic numerals in the eq uati ons. You'd think they would have understood that part, at least What a lot of gits." Ian glared over at the
Egyptians' table.
The Egyptians would all be going back to Egypt and were trying
to drink as much as they could before returning to a country where
Allah could keep an eye on them. I shared Ian 's dislike of the
Egyptians. When we ate lunch, the Egyptians would paw through the
food hamper and cast aside all the BlT's and the ham and cheese
sandw iches. They were all married, but they still tried to hit on the
secretaries and any other females they saw. At night they drank like
fish. These Egyptians were all officers in their army and were as conceited as any group of people I had ever met They were also incompetent, and the class had dragged along slowl y because of them. Until
I had met them, I had always wondered how a numerically superior
Egyptian army could get its butt kicked consistently by the Israelis.
After a few weeks with these guys, I was convinced the pyramids
must have been designed and built by aliens.
Kieran, like the Egyptians, was headed for a Muslim country and
seemed to feel a need to get particularly blasted now that the course
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was over. Ian had been in a black mood all day. Like me, Ian was
recently divorced. His ex-wife was destroying him financially, so he
was going to leave the country. I would be returning to Norway the
next day, and I really wasn't looking forward to going back.
I had been concentrating so much on successfully completing my
course work that I had managed to block out all thoughts of anything
after this course. I should have been sending out my Christmas cards .
For each of the past six years I'd written a cheerful letter full of good
news- job promotions, interesting family vacations, the births of my
three children, the purchase of a lovely new house with a great view of
the ocean. And each Christmas letter had a picture included of my
happy family, two proud parents and three lovely blonde children.
My ex-wife was a typical Scandinavian beauty. Unfortunately, I
thought of her, and the image that came to my mind was of her
naked . She had a great body with perfect. full breasts, fine feminine
curves, and flawless skin. Even after giving birth to our three children,
she still didn't have a single stretch mark. And I could smell her
perfume.
"Kent." Ian said as he punched me in the shoulder. "Hey, mate. You
still with us. You look like you could use a drink." I shook my head.
"You know what sober means?" Kieran asked. He was pretty
drunk and slurred the words. I shook my head again. Kieran counted
each letter off on his fingers. "Son of a bitch, everything's real." I
laughed, but Kieran had hit too close to home. Everything was real
and it was rotten. I wanted my old life back, but there was nothing I
could do about it. I kept drinking my soda pop. Ian was pretty drunk
when a uniformed woman police constable came up to him and told
him he was under arrest. The woman read ( or attempted to read; she
was unable to pronounce many of the words) from a typewritten
sheet detailing crimes from drunk driving to lewd conduct. Then she
took off her blouse. A circle formed, and I found myself with no way
to escape and with an unobstructed view as the stripper removed
clothing until she was completely nude except for high stockings and
a garter belt. She had stretch marks on her belly and thighs. Probably
in her mid-thirties and a bottle blonde- not a woman I wanted to
see naked.
The fattest of the Egyptians had gotten so excited about this
stripper that he had climbed onto a tiny pedestal table in order to
get a better view. The crowd pressed in on me until I was so close to
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the stripper that I could smell her and see every blemish on her skin.
I felt claustrophobic and frantic. I pushed back hard against the crowd
to keep as much distance from her as possible.
She hugged Ian and he grabbed for her breasts. She pushed him
away. I saw fear in her eyes. She was trapped by a drunken crowd of
men, and she was naked. Before anything else could happen she
quickly hugged Ian again and kissed him on the cheek. Then she gathered her clothes and began dressing. Once she was mostly clothed,
the crowd broke up. I was disappointed that the Arab's table hadn't
collapsed underneath him.
Everyone ignored the stripper as she left. People from the office
came over and shook Ian's hand or pounded him on his shoulder. Ian
was in a good mood now. The cigarette smoke hurt my eyes and gave
me a headache. Kieran launched into another of his Irish history
lessons and told us of the outrageous things the English had done to
his people starting hundreds of years ago and continuing right up
to the present.
"What's it like to be from a country with no history?" Kieran
asked me in a break during the Iri sh history lesson.
"It's not too bad," I replied. "What's it like to be from a country
with no future?" I asked flatly. I'd been playing the ugly American with
them before, but now nothing seemed funny. On other nights, when
they were as drunk as they were now, they'd get serious and start to
ask questions about my religion. I'd always make a couple of jokes and
let the topic slide. I had learned as a missionary that it was futile to
teach religion to someone who was under the influence of alcohol.
But, now, I wanted to tell them about my great-grandfather and his
baby daughter who was born in a dank dugout in Winter Quarters.
This little girl survived the long trip across the plains and died as my
great-grandfather's wagon train entered the Salt Lake Valley. She had
the dubious honor of being the first person to be buried in the Salt
Lake Cemetery. The mob had forced my people out of the United
States while the government stood by and did nothing to protect
their rights.
I wanted to tell them about another ancestor who was a scout
on the Hole-in-the-Rock expedition in southern Utah, where a group
of Mormon pioneers had taken a wagon train through an area so
impassable and barren that the area still has few roads and hasn't
been settled. The wrongs my people had suffered were in the last
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century, but we had gotten over it and pushed our way back into
American society. We remembered our past, but, unlike Kieran's
people, we didn't need to use bombs to punctuate our struggle as a
minority group. I wanted that little Iri shman to know that my people
had a history and that I knew my heritage. Kieran leaned over to me
with his whiskey breath and said something else about America that I
didn't catch.
" Do you know what an American is? " I asked. They both shook
their heads. "We're just Europeans who had intelligent ancestors."
They smiled, but I was feeling really angry. Everythi ng suddenly felt so
very wrong. I told Ian and Kieran that I needed some fresh air and
would be back in an hour.
I stepped outside but I still felt dirty. My clothes sme lled like cigarettes and beer from where the barmaid had spilled on me . But the
feeling of dirtiness went much deeper. The stripper made me sad.
That woman was obviously uneducated and was exploited and
demeaned in order to earn money, and I felt like I had been part of
it. After all, I had looked. There was more to it than that. A stripper
and a bar in a church. It was blasphemou s.
A grey fog had rolled into Aberdeen, a grey city built of granite.
Everything was monochrome. Grey people wearing grey coats scurried along grey sidewalks. I was wearing an oilskin duster and Tony
Lama boots. I was sure I looked as out of place as I felt. I hated
Scotland, hated living for three weeks in a constant overcast drizzle.
I was glad my ancestors had been bright enough to hightail it off to
America. The chieftain of the Clan Wallace now lives in Bermuda.
Bright boy. I could hardly wait to leave too, except that I really had
nothing to go back to. In the morning I would fly back to a town I
used to call home and take another load of my things from what used
to be my house to my basement bachelor's apartment, all under the
cold, watchful eye of the woman I had been married to for seven
yea rs. We had three children together, but now she would recoil from
my touch as I had from the stripper.
I moved off Union Street and followed a street I had never been
on before. It felt good to be away from the smoke and the noise . I
had learned the appeal of pub s. They were clean, well-lighted places
that surrounded a person with sound and a kind of warmth. As long
as you had money, you could feel part of something larger in a pub.
The loud music prevented serious discussion or thought, which was
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also probably part of the appeal. Outside it was numbingly cold. The
dank fog from the North Sea seemed to go right through to my
bones, but the fog also seemed to soften things. I could see no farther than ten meters. Away from the noise of the pub, I could think
clear ly again.
I had been divorced now for three months. The four Mormons
I had known who worked with me in the oil business had, within a
two-year period, all gotten divorced. In each case it was the wife who
had wanted out. I was the only one who still managed to remain
active, and I was on ly bare ly hanging on.
I came to an intersection where there were churches on each
corner. Two of them were, in fact, no longer churches but an architectural firm and an insurance building. The third one was being remodeled and had a "For Sale" sign on it. Stained glass windows were being
replaced with double-glazed ones.
The one that was still a church looked shabby. Its exterior was
darker than the others. Moss grew a few feet up the sides. The massive wooden door was old and scratched and battered. It had a keyhole that would fit a giant skeleton key, and I felt that a good kick
cou ld put my foot right through the rotten wood of the door. The
times of the services were stapled to the door in a plastic sheet.
Scotland seemed in a hurry to join the rest of Europe in its postChristian splendor. I wished the door was open and that there was a
priest inside to talk to. I felt like I was badly in need of absolution.
I thought about Provo, Utah, my hometown . Churches were still
being built there, and they were filled to capacity each week. But
Utah seemed so far away to me that I almost doubted its existence.
Maybe I needed to get back to Utah where my Mormon God
could keep an eye on me. I was thousands of miles from where I
wanted to be and light years away from being who I wanted to be. I
could fee l the drag of the world working against me, and I knew that
if I stayed in the oil business I would eventually turn out like Ian. Or,
worse, I might find myself perched on a wobbly bar table like a fat
bird straining for a glimpse of an ugly stripper. The money I was earning, however, was too good to leave. Oil is an exploitative business,
reaping where it hasn't sown. It exists for quick profits and leaves
town the moment the wells run dry.
I felt like just quitting and taking the next plane to Utah, but I
knew that I couldn't. I was shackled to my job by a golden chain that
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I didn't have the will to break. After all, if I left its employ, what would
become of me?
Ian had said that the stripper had been the first naked woman
he'd seen after his divorce. I couldn't have said the same. I hadn't
slept with any of them yet, but it seemed like it would just be a matter of time before I did. Women have always been my weakness.
I thought marriage would have been the cure, and, in a way, it was. I
had never been unfaithful to my wife. I also hadn't ever been totally
happy with her, or, for that matter, any other woman I had ever
known.
Hugh Nibley, a notable Mormon scholar, and I once talked about
the nature of man. He said that he felt that men belonged in one of
three classes- celibates, monogamists, and polygamists. He felt that
he was, by nature, a celibate, but he had been married for nearly fifty
years and had a fine family. I guess that I have always been inclined
more toward polygamy. I was working in the North Sea region and
had girls in Bergen, Stavanger, Oslo, Copenhagen, Esbjerg, Aberdeen,
Cheltenham, and London. It was nice that I could get into nearly
every town I worked in and have someone to spend time with. I
never liked being alone for too long. The girl in Bergen was tall,
blonde, and had been a model. The girl in Aberdeen was short, dark,
and (by Scottish standards) a beauty. None of them, however, seemed
like someone I wanted to marry.
A couple in long coats came toward me, gliding like chess pieces
through the knee-deep fog. They were the only people I had seen in
some time. Almost everyone was inside on a night like this. As I went
further, a man came out of an alley with a glowing cigarette in his
mouth. My company had warned all of us engineers about walking
alone in Aberdeen, since a Dutch engineer had gotten beaten up and
robbed a few weeks previously. I laced my keys through my fingers . I
let the big key to my company BMW stick out between the second
and third fingers on my left hand. With my right hand, I released the
snap on the sheath of my Buck hunting knife. I really wasn't very worried. Standing six-feet tall and weighing more than 200 pounds, I felt
like a giant in Scotland. The man was a good six inches shorter than
me. He ducked back down the alley. I could see the glow of three cigarettes as I passed by. No one came out. I was almost disappointed.
Getting into a fight would have let me release some of the anger that
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I was holding in. I am, by nature, a very violent person, but I always
keep my anger under control. I did, however, find myself regretting my
good behavior and often wished that I had beat up some people who
seemed to deserve it.
A few weeks before I left for Scotland, I had gone to a party at an
American couple's home in Stavanger. It was a theme party, and we
were all supposed to come dressed as a song. I couldn't think of anything for a costume. When I got there, one man was dressed as Puff,
the Magic Dragon. One very confident woman wore an itsy-bitsy,
teeny-weeny, yellow polka dot bikini. And one guy was wearing a
cheap, shiny blue suit with a tie that had the narrow part hanging
below the wide part. He had on white socks and scuffed brown
shoes. None of us could guess what song he was. "I came," he said,
"dressed as a 'Norwegian Wood."'
A few days after the party I found myself in front of a Norwegian
judge who was dressed just like the guy at the party, and I stood
there meekly while he gave my car, my children, and the house I had
built to my ex-wife.
The fog was getting more dense. It swirled around me as I walked. I
could no longer see the ground. I began to be afraid, silly fears like my
next step wou ld be into a manhole missing its cover. I was sliding
my foot along the ground and making sure I was stepping onto firm
ground before putting my weight down. The streetlights and autumn
trees played tricks on my eyes. I would think I could see someone,
but no one was there. My visibility was reduced to a couple of
meters, but a thick patch of fog would occasionally drift past and
reduce my visibility to nothing. As the fog boiled and swirled around
me, I thought I could see faces in the fog.
I became disoriented and terrified. And I was angry at myself for
being so afraid. As I walked along, I noticed that the newly painted,
black wrought-iron fence by the sidewalk now had painted metal
crests between some of the bars. The painted crests were bright
colors- red, blue, and gold-the only colors I could see. As I looked
closely at one of the crests, I recognized it as the crest of my clanthe same crest that was on the key fob I still had clenched in my fist.
Ahead of me loomed a large, lighted statue. The statue was on a little
island in the street where the road made a T- intersection. I crossed
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the road to the statue which stood higher than the fog. The statue
was of Sir William Wallace, Scotland's national hero. A wreath of fresh
flowers had been placed at the base of the statue. William Wallace
had been dead for nearly seven hundred years, and yet someone was
still placing flowers on his statue.
According to legend, William Wallace was six-foot-five-inches tall,
brave, fearless, and loved by everyone- except the English. Standing
there at the base of the statue, I drew my right hand out of my coat
pocket. The blade of my hunting knife looked ridiculously tiny compared with the claymore in the hand of the statue.
I didn't know where to go, so I sat down on a park bench, the
toes of my cowboy boots pointing upwards, my arm along the top of
the bench, the knife still held in my hand. I took stock of my life.
Nothing was going right, and I had lost everything that mattered to
me. I couldn't think of a single reason for carrying on. I wasn't suicidal. I just didn't want to continue to exist. I wished that I could just
disappear into the fog.
William Wallace's life had never been easy. His father had been
killed when he was young. The English had drowned his wife. He had
fought against oppression his whole life, and he never compromised.
Pro Libertate. For Liberty, the motto of the Clan Wallace. William
Wallace wasn't the type of man who would have allowed himse lf to
be ruined by a badly dressed judge and some lopsided laws. He
would have gotten out his claymore and fought for his rights. Of
course, he got hung, drawn, and quartered for his efforts. I just had to
move into a basement apartment.
My life had been good for so long. I had always succeeded at anything I'd ever tried, and I usually hadn't even needed to try very hard.
And now it was all unraveling. I just wanted to go back to the pub
and get drunk. It seemed too much to have to face the tail end of this
century stone cold sober. On the other hand, I'd seen enough of the
world to know that it didn't have much to offer.
I sat there a long time. After resting for several minutes, I got up
and circumambulated the monument. There were inscriptions on each
side. One of the inscriptions was some advice that William's uncle
and guardian, Argyle Wallace, allegedly gave to William that had
inspired him to fight for Scotland's freedom. "I tell you the truth, liberty is the best of all things, my son, never live under any slavish
bond."
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The fog started to lift as I sat there. I looked up into the autumn
sky and watched the familiar stars. I was no longer as world weary as
I had been. Wallace's statue was luminescent in the starlight. I have
never considered myself a mystical person, but something had happened to me. I felt a real connection with my legendary clansman.
William Wallace had changed me, had given me some hope.
Orion was directly above me. I hitched up my own belt and put
my knife back into its sheath. I felt some new strength and was ready
to go on. Ian, Kieran, and the others would be waiting for me to drive
them back from the pub. I remembered the words from Ecclesiastes
and decided t hat I would discover if being a living dog really was better than being a dead lion.

Alyssa Dick
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Oil
Melody McG rath
Following a brief rain,
your car will unintentionally deposit
in an asphalt nest
a perfectly shelled and shimmering
egg of oil.
It arcs a rainbow under
your Toyota,
a slight pocket of crude
within a rim of color.
You will marvel at its loveliness,
remarking on its wild, murky abandon,
feeling the grandeur of life in a
handful of swirling blue.
The sky dampens and repeats the downpour,
and your lovely rainbow creature
driven to frustration by an incessant drumming of rain
breaks its shell
and rolls away.
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The Tomb Guard,
Arlington Cemetery
l<evin l<lein
They drained this swamp two hundred years ago
but didn't dry the air out half a damn .
Sweat rolls down the inside of my shirt;
a crowd of patient foreheads glisten above sunglasses.
He walks that black-rubber carpet
like clockwork, stepping in the worn shoe-prints.
When we were kids, he couldn't sit still
through one half-hour of cartoons. His letters say
all they do is drill. And he kids me about my divorce
like it's some old joke between us. He dropped
his gun once, and was sore the next day
from pushups. He twists and shoulders the sharp rifle
while staring straight ahead through mirror shades. Pretty good
for a kid who couldn't take off a starter with a socket set.
I wonder if beneath those shock-white gloves
last summer's grease still ruts his palms and nails.
He pivots toward the crowd, and cameras click
at the striding monument to sacrifice
who at eleven still wet the bed, and believed
in Santa Claus till he was twelve,
which was my fault. I feel the nation's pride
hinge on his precision, his flawless wool and cotton,
all symbol but the black tag: MORRIS.
His monkey suit's still hanging in the shop,
oiled smooth, his name in white cursive: Shane.
He could have been my assistant manager. But I guess
he's got a higher ladder to crawl here. It's too bad
I forgot my camera. I wrote him once
to ask if there really was a soldier
buried in the Unknown Tomb. He didn't know.
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